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BEAUTY'S HOUR 

CHAPTER V 

]]HER£ was confusion in the Harman's house the next day. 
I did no work, but sat idly with the girls in their sitting- 
room, while they talked over the ball. They were full of 
the new beauty, Miss Hatherley. 

" And such an odd thing, Mary. Gerald says she reminds 
him of you." 
" Quite impossible," said I. " But I thank him." 

" Something in her voice and way of talking," Betty went on. " You 
have a nice voice, you know. Gerald says she is very original; and good- 
ness knows he had opportunity enough of finding out ; he danced with no one 
else." 

I nearly contradicted that statement, but saved myself in time. 
" I'm so sorry I couldn't go," I said instead. " Did Miss Sturgis enjoy 
herself? " 

" And are you really better ? " said Betty. " You didn't seem ill in the 

afternoon. As for Bella " 

" Oh. Bella ! " interrupted Clara. " Bella had best look to her laurels. No 
one noticed her while Miss Hatherley was in the room." 
I went on with my questions. 

" Do you suppose Miss Hatherley enjoyed her success ? " 
They laughed 

" Why, yes, if she's like other girls." 

" Perhaps she isn't Do all girls enjoy being admired at the expense of 
some one else ? " 

Clara looked out of the window, with an assumption of unconsciousness. 
Betty, who is more candid, answered at once, " One can't help liking it" 
I laughed outright 

" Does Miss Hatherley seem nice ? " I asked next 
" Charming," said Clara. " We have taken quite a fancy to her. Mother 
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is writing to-day to ask her to dine and go to the theatre with us to-morrow. 
That was Gerald's idea." 

I received this piece of news in silence. 

" Everyone wants to know her/' Clara went on. " Dr. Trefiisis was over- 
whelmed with questions and inquiries as to whether people might call, and so 
on. She paints all day through ; works quite hard, as though she had to do it. 
Odd, isn't it?" 

''Why odd?" said I. " I suppose she likes it But a passion for art is 
unnecessary in a pretty woman, no doubt" And Betty broke in with, " Oh, 
there you go again, Mary I Always finding fault with pretty women.** 

^ Not with them, my dear, but with the world," I said, laughing. ^ You 
can't say I find fault with you, Betty." 

" Oh, I'm not pretty," said she, " by Miss Hatherley." 

I was touched by her speech. 

"You're a generous creature," I said. "I have always supposed it a 
mistake to think that one pretty girl is jealous of another." 

Betty put her head on one side, and, with an odd mixture of wisdom and 
drollery, answered: 

" Well, we like beauty — and we don't We like it because it's interesting, 
and exciting, and successful ; and a pretty girl gives one's house a certain 
reputation. We don't approve when she annexes people who belong to us, 
naturally ; all the same, we can't help feeling she must do as she pleases — 
she's privil^ed." 

" I had no idea you were so profound," said Clara, a little sharply ; and I 
wondered whether it is possible that women are more tenacious of an in* 
tellectual than of a physical superiority. 

Betty only laughed. 

" I'm off," said she. " I promised to meet the Sturgises in the park ; but 
Gerald won't come, and I'm half afraid to face Bella alone. Good-bye, Mary. 
We'll ask you to meet Miss Hatherley when we know her better." 

When I got home I found that Dr. Trefusis had sent on Lady Harman's 
letter. I sat over it for some time, thinking ; then I wrote and said I would 
go. Miss Whateley looked at me wistfully when I told her. 

" I'm afraid you will get into some trouble, Mary," she said, " and you can't 
possibly wear the ball dress." 

" I must go," I retorted. " I am at last seeing life as a woman ought to 
see it I can't give up the privil^e ; at least not yet" 
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" You won't give it up till you have paid the penalty," Miss Whateley 
answered. 

I shrugged my shoulders, as though I did not believe her. 

" I must have another dress," I cried. 

Miss Whateley would have given me the clothes ofT her back, she said ; 
but as that would not avail me much, she offered to lend me some money. I 
accepted the offer with a recklessness bom of my strange position ; and we 
went out shopping, after sunset ; Mary Hatherley and Miss Whateley. 

The people in the shops seemed anxious to please me, even when they 
found that I could afford to pay but little for what I wanted ; they probably 
looked upon me as a good advertisement, and I enjoyed the novelty of being 
treated with a deferential consideration. 

It was a very cold night ; as we passed along the freezing, gas-lit streets we 
met but few people ; we had to cross the square in which Dr. Trefusis lived on 
our way home ; I noticed, before we reached his door, that a man in a fur over- 
coat was pacing slowly up and down the pavement. Why did he linger in such 
weather? I wondered vaguely. Then I saw it was Gerald Harman. I put my muff 
up to my face and passed him by. I knew, too well, that he was waiting on the 
chance of seeing Mary Hatherley on herway home from a day's work at the studio. 

" You do not work very late these foggy days, I suppose ? " he asked me, 
tentatively, the next evening at dinner. 

" I make gaslight studies," said I, shortly. 

" Is it permitted to anybody to go and see you at work ? " 

" Oh no," I answered, with a smile. " I paint in earnest." 

" I waited an hour in Dorchester Square last night," he went on, very low, 
" in the hope of seeing you." 

"That was misplaced heroism," said I, "in such weather. I should advise 
you not to do it again." 

" I shall do it every evening," he declared ; and I only laughed a little, as 
though the subject were not of the remotest interest, and turned to my neighbour. 

Gerald sat by me at the play. I went so seldom to the theatre that I was 
always arrested by the interest of the piece, and of the actors. I sat in the front 
of the box by Lady Harman ; who, I was certain, suffered under the uneasy 
sensation that she was taking a leap in the dark in encouraging a young 
unknown woman, with nothing to recommend her but her looks ; though, on 
the other hand, she was upheld by the authoritative voice of society, which had 
pronounced a favourable verdict on me. 
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Behind us were Gerald and Betty. It was such an intimate family party 
that I had great difficulty in not using the familiar tone of every day. When 
I had only just saved myself from calling Betty by her Christian name, and 
pointing out an acquaintance of Gerald's, whom I knew by sight, in the stalls, 
I was sobered. 

Silence fell upon me : I was so acutely aware of Gerald's presence, which 
•semed like a light at which I could not bear to look, that I tried to distract 
myself by noting the faces of the other people in the house till the curtain 
should rise. Here and there I caught glimpses of a pretty head ; the 
graceful turn of a neck ; an expression of happiness or of vivacity ; but the 
audience was mostly ugly, dull, and uninteresting : yet I felt sorry for all these 
[leople ; for their inarticulate dumb way of going through life, untouched by 
pavilion, save in its baser aspects, and only apprehending the ideal through 
iome conventionalized form of religion, or some dim discontent 

The play was " Romeo and Juliet " : the Juliet was beautiful, but she 
could only look the part ; and the young man who acted Romeo was no ideal 
tover ; yet the immortal, golden play of youth and passion drew tears, and 
niilckcned heartbeats ; for each woman in the house was Juliet, tasting some 
r4{iturc, perhaps lost, perhaps never realized, of first love. 

The curtain dropped : I sat in a dream, and Lady Harman's voice seemed 
|o come from very far away. 

** It's a pretty play," she said. " But don't you think it's rather a muddle ? 
I never can make out who is who." 

*« It doesn't matter," answered Betty. " Don't trouble, mother dear. 
WImt a lovely thing it would be for private theatricals, parts of it, that is. 
( JiffnUI, wouldn't Bella make a good Juliet ? " 

I Icr remark might, or might not have been malicious ; but Gerald started. 
(( ilfttia I " he ejaculated, and looked at me. His look said plainly what his 
\\m lt»<l not yet dared ; no man had ever yet looked at me with entreaty, 
iiimMlcii, humility, in his eyes. I looked back at him, the soul of Mary Gower 
niMJuklitB through the eyes of Mary Hatherley. He flushed, and went pale again, 
Hiul I rojCCttcd what I had done. For the rest of the evening I devoted my- 
^ir In I*ady Harman : Gerald seemed lost in thought, and only roused himself 
wh^lt tl»® carriage stopped at Dr. Trefusis' door. 

»• I nhftll never see you alone," said he, as we stood on the doorstep. " I 
v^muU t»lk to you — I must write to you," he ended, with a sort of despairing 

w ijq not write," said I : and then the door was opened by the doctor in 
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person. Gerald seemed hardly able to speak to him ; when a few words had 
passed he went back abruptly to the carriage. 

" Mary," said Dr. Trefusis, " you are a great trouble to me. Now I've got 
to take you home, and interrupt my studies in Rosenkrantz and the Pope 
Honorius, most absorbing old impostors — no, I won't say that; for I'm 
beginning to think there may be some method in their madness. You have 
Jed me into devious paths, Mary Hatherley. By the way, who's that good- 
looking young fellow ? " 

" That's Gerald Harman," said I. 

The doctor looked at me with a sort of inquisitive sympathy; and 
shrugged his shoulders. When he left me at my own house, " You are playing 
with fire, my dear," he said ; " and I'm an old fool to help you." 

" You are helping me to buy the experience that teaches," I said, " and 
it teaches bitter lessons enough : don't fear for me." 



CHAPTER VI 

I had never received a love-letter ; and the only scrap of Gerald Harman's 
writing that I possessed was a little note, which said : 

" Dear Miss Gower, my mother asks me to write and tell you that 

she will be back to-morrow, and expects you on Thursday as usual. Yours 

very truly, 

"Gerald Harman." 

I sat comparing this letter, with the letter he had written to Mary 
Hatherley, and I do not think I have ever known a more miserable moment 

" I ought to b^in by asking you to forgive me," the letter ran. " I am 
afraid of your thinking me too bold in writing ; yet you must know that love 
comes sometimes in a sort of flash that makes one see life quite differently in 
a moment That is what happened to me the first time I ever saw you. 
Since then I have thought of nothing else. If you would be kind, if you would 
care what becomes of me, I might be able to make a better thing of life. I 
have been very idle and useless always, and now I feel ashamed of it I dare 
not ask if you could ever care for me — not yet. You know how I love you, 
and am ever yours 

"Gerald Harman." 
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I was sitting in my bedroom, at the little dressing-table which did duty 
for a writing-table too : I looked again into my own eyes in the glass, as I 
had done on that memorable evening that seemed such a very long while 
ago: we knew one another's bitterness, my reflection and I, and laughed 
aloud 

*' Man's love/' said I to the face in the glass, " man's humility, man's cry of 
' trample on me, and re-mould me,' what does it all amount to ? Here am I ; 
the same woman, with two faces ; the woman counts for nothing ; the face 
determines my life. A man can only see inspiration in eyes that are beautiful ; 
words can only influence him when the lips that say them have curves and a 
smile that delight I, Mary Gower, could love him, could help him, as far as 
my soul and will go ; but he cannot see this : a man sees only with the outer, 
never with the inner eye." 

" Perhaps we are unjust," I went on again presently. " There are, no doubt, 
men to whom the outside of a woman is not the whole ; but they must have 
learnt discernment, either through some special suffering, or they are perhaps 
lacking in sensuous instincts, and care but little for women at all, either from 
the intellectual or the emotional side. Gerald is not one of these ; he is like 
other men ; his point of view may be fairly taken as representing a normal one 
— and he loves Mary Hatherley ! " 

** Come in," I went on, in answer to a knock at the door. " There's going 
to be no transformation to-night, Whatty. I'm tired of masquerading ; I am 
very tired of life ; I was bom too serious. I can't live in the passing hour, and 
enjoy it ; I think of yesterday, and of to-morrow. Why can't I fling all care 
to the winds and make merry, with the other Mary's beautiful face, and all 
it brings me 1 " 

Miss Whateley put her hands on my shoulder, and I turned to her, and 
wept 

I did not answer Gerald's letter ; nor did I see him till a few days later, 
when he strolled into Lady Harman's study in his usual careless way. 

" I'm out of sorts, Mary," said he. " Let me sit here, while you talk to me. 
I like the sound of your voice." 

I knew why he liked the sound of my voice, and it hardened me against 

him. 

" Why out of sorts ? " said I. " Haven't you eaten, drunk, and been 
merry ? What more does a man want ? " 

"I've eaten less, drunk considerably more, and not been in the least 
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merry," he answered. "Just now I wish that I might die — ^to-morrow, or 
even to-day." 

I looked at him with a sudden pity mixed with my anger — ^that pity 
which is at once the root and the flower of love. 

" You are unhappy, really ? " I asked, knowing that Mary Hatherley had 
not answered his letter. 

" I'm miserable ! '* he cried out 

Then he b^an walking up and down the room, and I felt, with a quicken- 
ing of fear and interest, that he was going to speak to me of her. I yielded 
then to a strange impulse, which was almost like jealousy of myself. 

" What has Bella Sturgis been doing ? " said I. 

He stopped dead. 

"Bella . . . she seems to have drifted a thousand miles away. She 
belongs to the old life, from which I am cut off : there's a gulf opened between 
me and it ; she is on the other side." 

" I don't understand, then," said I. 

" O Mary," Gerald cried, " I'm very hard hit this time ! Haven't you 
heard of Mary Hatherley ? " 

" Tell me about her," I said. 

There was a great fire in the room, and I sat close to it ; but my hands 
were like ice. Gerald leant against the mantelpiece, and looked down on me. 
He was full of that intoxicating spirit of youth and enthusiasm, which carries 
such an irresistible appeal to those whose own youth is clouded, and who cannot 
rise above a resigned cheerfulness. Even now, when he declared himself to be 
miserable, there was an ardour in his discouragement which made it almost a 
desirable emotion. 

" Mary Hatherley," he began, " reminds me in some strange way of you : 
she says things so like what you say, and the very voice is like." 

" But she's very lovely," I interposed. " And you've fallen seriously in 
love at last ? " 

He did not resent my remark. 

" Seriously — at last," he answered, with a smile. 

" Why have you never fallen in love with me ? " I asked then. 

He beg^n to laugh, with genuine amusement 

" You're an amazing person," said he ; "I shall, if you're not careful." 

" Well, but why not ? " I persisted. " It's true that I am only your 
mother's secretary, but you say I'm like Miss Hatherley in my ideas and way 
of talking. Is it the face that makes the difference ? " 
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" I know you are following up something infernally abstruse," said he, 
" that has no relation to the facts of life ; that's so like you. I daresay the face 
dots make a difference : it make a difference in the whole personality." 

" I wanted to find out the facts," said I. "And you have given mc a 
fairly direct answer, which can serve as a premise from which I shall draw my 
conclusions." 

" And your conclusions are ? " 

" That justice is an ironical goddess, whose eyes are never really bandied." 

" Your vein is too deep for me to-day. I wanted to tell you all my troubles, 
and you talk to me as though I were a professor." 

"I didn't mean to be unkind," said 1. " If you are really serious, I'm 
Sony." 

" Sorry, why sorry ? " he asked, quickly. 

" It's such an old story. You fall in love with a girl's beautiful face — it's 
not the first time you've done it ; you endow her with all sorts of qualities ; 
you make her into an idol ; and the whole thing only means that your xsthetic 
sense is gratified. That's a poor way of loving." 

" It's a very real way," said Gerald, with some warmth. " I think you are 
horribly unsympathetic" 

" I am in earnest," I answered. " A very short while ago you were quite 
taken up with Bella Sturgis ; you don't care the least for her feelings ; you 
simply follow your impulses, and desert her for a more attractive woman." 

I do not know what made me espouse Bella's cause ; perhaps I was hurt, 
more than I had lime to realize, and seized on the first weapon to my hand. 

"You don't spare my feelings," Gerald said, in a low voice, "All 1 can 
say is, that if Mary Hatherlcy won't have anything to do with me. I shall go 
away ; 1 shall go and shoot big game — anything to get out of this horrible 
place. I am in earnest. 1 wasn't in earnest about Bella ; 1 admired her very 
much, and all that, and mother is always urging me to marry ; I should p^c^- 
bably have drifted into marrying her ," he broke off. 

I felt an unreasoning anger against him. 

" Poor Bella 1 " I cried. " You may drift into marrying her yet" 

That finished our conversation. He went away without another word, 
leaving me alone with my ai^;er and my heartache. 
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CHAPTER VII 

I CONFESS that about this time I was led astray and over-mastered by con- 
flicting emotions. My work, and my battles with Lady Harman's peculiarities, 
became unutterably irksome. I forgot how to efface myself; I spoke at the 
wrong moment, and on the wrong subject : I did not remember to be sympa- 
thetic, and I expected sympathy ; in fact, I confused what was permitted to 
Mary Hatherley, with what was permitted to Mary Gower, with the result that 
I drank the cup of bitterness each day, the cup of triumph each night. 

At this time I was much sought after ; my devotion to art was supposed 
to denote genius, though it was hardly respectable, and wholly unnecessary ; 
but people forgave me my persistent refusal to see anyone, or to go anywhere 
during the day, and asked me to their houses in the evening. 

I was often chaperoned by Lady Harman, sometimes by Dr. Trefusis 
himself I had many admirers, but I only remember them vaguely, like figures 
in a dream. The golden key that opened their hearts led me into strange 
places ; some had never been tenanted, and were so cold and bare that I felt 
they could never be really warm or pleasant ; others had been swept and 
garnished, and I was asked to believe that all traces of their former occupants 
were gone ; others were full of rust and cobwebs, and old toys broken and 
thrust away ; there was no room even for a new plaything. The key unlocked 
no sanctuary, with altar-lights and incense burning, waiting for the one 
divinity that was to fill its empty shrine. Those who loved me had loved 
before, and would love again. 

Women, whose idol is success, worshipped me too, in their curious fashion ; 
it became desirable in their eyes to be known as the friend of Mary 
Hatherley ; a note of distinction was thus sounded : they were proud to de- 
monstrate the fact that they were above jealousy, or fear of rivalry. 

I liked many of them, with a liking tempered by amusement. I am glad 
to think now that I did not interfere wantonly with their lovers, their husbands, 
or their sons. I was discreet, to the verge of being disagreeable : indeed, had 
it not been for my face, I think they might almost have resented my indiffer- 
ence to their male belongings ; and taken it as a personal affront. 

I saw a great deal of Gerald, in the character of Mary Hatherley : the 
frost held, and he remained in London without a murmur ; he was not much 
at home during the day ; and Mary Gower had no speech with him alone. 
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** Something has happened to Gerald," Betty said one day. ** I mean 
besides this business about Mary." They called her Mary by this time. " He 
wanders about picture galleries, I've found out ; and some one saw him the 
other day in the British Museum. Isn't that somewhere in the city? " 

^ Not quite so bad/' said I. The city had been Betty's terror, ever since 
she had been taken to the Tower as a child. *' But isn't Mr. Harman merely 
improving his mind ? " 

* Ves, but why ? " cried his sister. " He's done very well all these years 
without it It isn't as though he were the sort of man who could do nothii^ 
else. He can ride and shoot better than any man I know. Why should he 
want to improve his mind ? " 

Her somewhat incoherent speech amused me ; and it was true : a super- 
ficial culture would have sat oddly on Gerald Harman ; whose charm lay in 
his simplicity, and a certain gallant bearing that might have fitted him to be 
the hero of a romance of the Elizabethan age ; in which men were either 
knights or shepherds ; full of a natural bravery, and keenly susceptible to the 
influence of women's beauty. 

*^ Miss Hatherley is an artist," I suggested, in answer to Betty's remarks. 
She shrugged her shoulders. 

*^ Mary Hatherle/s just flirting with him," said she. 

This was true : I had answered his letter ; not in writing, nor indeed by 
any explicit word of mouth ; but I had been kind, and had let him see that 
the letter had not displeased me ; I had also led him to understand that the 
time was not yet come for any more open speech on his part. I was 
capricious : I used my power with but little mercy : these were days when I 
made him miserable ; and days when I knew the world was re-created for him 
by my kindness. 

Yet I was more wretched than I had ever been when I was only Mary 
Gower : I grew to hate the other Mary's beautiful face ; her smile ; the gracious 
turn of her head ; her shapely hands : I grew to hate all this with a passionate 
intensity that frightened me. I seemed to have realized Mary Hatherley in a 
strange, objective way, as distinct from myself: she was the woman Gerald 
Harman loved ; she was the woman I should have been, and was not ; and 
then came a heart-stricken moment when I knew she was the woman who had 
done both Gerald and another a wrong that might never be undone. 

It happened in this wise : I had gone down one day to the girls' sitting- 
room to fetch a book I had left there, when I met Gerald on the stairs. He 
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passed me by with the briefest possible word ; and with a look of annoyance 
on his face, that I was at a loss to account for, till I reached the sitting-room, 
and found Bella Sturgis there. 

She was sitting with her face on her arms, by the writing-table, and 
I could see that she was crying. My instinct was to leave her ; but I was not 
quick enough to escape her notice, and she turned upon me with an angry 
movement. 

" Why didn't you knock ? " said she. 

In her confusion and distress she mistook me for a servant : I should have 
laughed, had I not been overcome by the conviction that Gerald had just left 
her ; and that something had passed between them, which was connected with 
Mary Hatherley. 

" I am sorry if I disturbed you," said I. " I have come for a book I left 
here." 

Then she saw her mistake, and flushed red. 

" I beg your pardon ; I really didn't see — " she said ; and then, as though 
bowed down by the weight of her own distress, she dropped her head again 
on her hands. 

I did not know what to do : it seemed an intrusion to remain ; and 
impossible to go. 

" Forgive me," I said, at last. " You are in some trouble. I have 
intruded upon you unknowingly ; I can't go away without saying I wish 
I could do something for you." 

She looked up at me, with manifest surprise ; tears shone still upon her 
face, and in her eyes : I wondered that Gerald had left her, even for Mary 
Hatherley. 

" Why should you care ? " she asked. 

" I'm always sorry for another woman," I said. 

She looked at me again, with a miserable, uncertain air ; her haughty 
self-confidence had gone from her, and I felt emboldened to speak again. 

" You may not know that I am Lady Harman's secretary. I have been 
in the house all day for a long while ; and I can't help seeing a great deal of 
what goes on in it. I know your trouble, Miss Sturgis." 

She got up at that ; and looked for a moment as though she would have 
struck me ; then she suddenly lost her self-control, and burst into tears. 
Those tears were dreadful to me : I took her hand, and soothed her as though 
she had been a child ; and presently she sat down beside me. 

♦' How do you know ? " she said. " You can't know." 




23 THE SAVOY 

" I've heard them talk of Mary Hathctley," said I. 

"And I suppose they say I'm breaking my heart?" cried ihe, witb 
desperale attempt at scom. 

" They would not be far wrong," I answered. 

She gave a long stgh. 

" It hurts," she said, quite sJmply. 

Shame and an aching remorse seized me. I had tiken him from her 
and had roused in him a love which must be always barren. I had surely put 
a knife into Bella's heart ; and her simple words stabbed me back. Did I not 
know it hurt ! I carried the »elf-samc wound. 

" Do you care for him so much ? " I said. 

At first she would not answer, and frowned, while the tears came into 
eyes ; then she said, brokenly. 

" Yes — but we used to quarrel, and now it's all over." 

"Do you think," I went on, "that if Mary Hathcrley were to go awa] 
you could win him back ?" 

She pondered : I watched her beautiful face, and thought that I 
hitherto misjudged her: her pride, the insolence of her beauty, her caprice^' 
had been but the superficial manifestation of a passionate spirit ; led astray by 
a world which cared only for the outer woman. Now that these things bad 
been Aung back in her face, her heart spoke : she lost the sense of her beauQr, 
and its rights ; and was more lovely than she had ever been, and did 
know it. 

" He used to love me, I'm sure," she said. " I believe he would again — 1 
would not be so unkind — Oh, but what's the use of talking I " 

I hardly heard the sound of my own voice as I answered her ; there was 
a singing in my ears. 

" I think he has been led away by a pretty face. I daresay he does not 
care for the real Mary Hathcricy ; he may return ; be kind to him when he 
does." 

"Oh, 1 will, I will," said she. " You have made me feel happier — I was so 
unhappy." 

She bent forward impulsively, and kissed roe. I kissed her back. " I am 
so glad," I said, and left the room hurriedly, to hide my emotion. 

On my way home I went to see Dr. Trefusis. I found him alone, sitting 
over a pile of great folio volumes. His study, where I had so often found a 
refuge from the ills of life, looked warm and cheerful, with its shelves of books 
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from floor to ceiling, and great, open hearth. He appeared to rouse himself 
with some difficulty, and I noticed he looked older, and very wearied. 

" I'm not come to disturb you," said I. " Let me sit by the fire whilst you 
read. I have something I want to think out" 

" It will do me good to talk, child," he answered. " I've been poring over 
these books for too long. What is it you have to think over, Mary ? " 

" Only the old thing." 

He looked at me with a quickened attention. 

" I've been thinking over it too," he said. 

Then he sat down on the other side of the fire-place ; the room was aglow 
with the flames, and the bright light of two lamps ; there seemed also to be a 
strange light on Dr. Trefusis' face. 

" You know, Mary," he began solemnly, " that this case of yours has led 
me into strange studies, and strange speculations. They are all wicked ; I am 
going to put away my books, for I begin to fear lest they should take me into 
places where madness lies, outside the phenomenal, where we were never meant 
to penetrate. You have shown me how human longing, if it be powerful 
enough, is nearly omnipotent, for evil as well as for good. Here, in these old 
books, in the Magia Naturalis of Johannes Faust, in this old Latin of Cornelius 
Agrippa, and many others, I learn how spirits ' can be dragged out of the air ' ; 
how alchemy can turn metal to gold : these things have a terrible fascination ; 
but it is of the devil ; I shall put them all away. Your longing turned Mary 
Gower, whom God made, into Mary Hatherley in whom He has no part" 

He looked at me, with a shudder. 

" The church put the alchemists to death for a less sin," he said. " This 
power you have brings you nothing but trouble : it may bring trouble to those 
you do not wish to injure. Mary, I implore you to stop, before it is too 
late." 

All this in the mouth of Dr. Trefusis ; the keen scientist, the ardent advo- 
cate of materialism ; surprised me much. The gfravity of his tone, so far 
removed from his ordinary carelessness, carried authority. All he said was my 
own inward, but unformulated conviction, put into words. 

I asked him why he thought it might bring trouble to others. 

" I have seen enough," he answered, " to understand your relations with the 
Harmans. It won't do, Mary. That young Harman ought not to be sacrificed 
to your love of experimentalizing." 

At that I got up, and walked about the room. 

" You do me injustice," said I. " I may have given way to a curiosity 
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which, taken alone, would not be legitimate, but my heart was concerned in this 
matter." 

" Ah," said he. " I feared so." 

I sat down on a stool at his feet, and gave him all my confidence. He 
did not interrupt me ; and when I had finished, we were both silent for a long 
while. 

" Do you not feel yourself, that such a state of things cannot go on ? " he 
said, at last. 

" I am determined to give it up," I answered. " To-morrow night shall be 
Mary Hatherley's last appearance." 

" Why let her appear s^^n at all ? " he asked. 

" Because I'm a woman : and I want to say good-bye to Gerald 
Harman." 

The doctor laughed ; I think to cover some emotion. 

" Well, well, well," he said. " Have it so if you will. But be done with 
the thing : it's unholy : it's a work of the devil. There are more things in 
heaven and earth than ever I dreamt of in my philosophy ; things I dare not 
tamper with. Now, Mary, will you climb to the top of the ladder, and put 
away Faustus, and Agrippa, and the rest ? I've had enough of them." 

We spent some time putting away the books : strange volumes ; full of 
odd, symbolical drawings, and with wonderful titles, such as : " The Golden 
Tripod " : " The Glory of the World, or the Gate of Paradise " : " The All- 
Wise Doorkeeper." 

The doctor crossed himself, as I put the last one in its place ; and I 
laughed, in spite of my trouble. 

" I've one thing more to say," he cried, turning suddenly on me. " I'm 
getting old, Mary, and I want a housekeeper, and a daughter. You refused 
me these once ; you shall not refuse again. You and Miss Whateley must 
come and take charge of me. I promise you I'll age rapidly, and then you'll 
feel you are fulfilling a duty — a sensation dear to the soul of woman, I 
know." 

We sat there over the fire for another hour. Before I left him, my promise 
had been given. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

I woke the next morning with something of that indifference to life, which 
is the secret of so many peaceful deaths. 

Mary Hatherley was condemned ; she had but a brief hour left, and 
I knew not how she was to spend it : I only knew that she had to bid good- 
bye to Gerald Harman. The present hung before me like a veil ; I could see 
the dim future moving behind it ; a spectral army of figures all in gray ; but 
they marched, this colourless procession of the years, with a monotony that 
grew into peace. 

The thought of Mary Hatherley hardly troubled me ; I did not care ; I 
had passed through many deaths since that night when she had been bom in 
all her beauty ; for is not, " every step we take in life a death in the imagina- 
tion " ? I had held Beauty's sceptre, and had seen men slaves beneath it : I 
knew the isolation, the penalty of this greatness. Yet I owned that it was an 
empire for which it might well be worth paying : I held no theories based on 
mere sentiment ; I owned that beauty might not possess all things ; yet the 
woman who has not beauty neither has, nor pays. To this philosophy, or 
cynicism, I know not which to call it, had Mary Hatherley's experiences 
brought me. 

I spent a strange day at Lady Harman's : the familiar place seemed un- 
real : in a week or two I should be gone, and all my days there would fade 
into the past ; for I knew that I had no real hold on the lives of any of them ; 
having come only as it were by accident into their midst ; when they had 
treated me with as much kindness as was consistent with their education, their 
traditions, and the world in which they lived. Betty would marry one of her 
many lovers ; and Clara some one who fed her intellectual vanity. And 
Gerald ? I held my heart in check at the thought of Gerald. 

I had met him first, as Mary Hatherley, in a crowd : it seemed like the 
logic of fate that I should take leave of him in a crowd ; for our relations 
belonged to no world of peace and quietness, but to an order of life where 
Beauty, with her attendant pomp and circumstance, moved to the sound of 
music, and under the glare of a revealing light. 

That evening we did not dance : there was singing, and stringed instru- 
ments ; we moved about white stately rooms, where the music followed us like 
a memory. I spoke to many people, and knew nothing of what I said : at my 
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heart was torture, in my soul peace. The rest of the world was blotted out 
when I saw Gerald coming to me. 

At first he spoke but little ; he had the desperate air of a man who is 
determined to know his fate — and his silence was charged with suggestion. 
We stood for a long while near the musicians, and the aching sweetness of one 
of Schubert's melodies pierced me with the sword of pain and pleasure where- 
with music wounds her lovers. The whole measure of my grief seemed con- 
tained in that searching, divine air ; in the human, passionate note of the 
strings ; in the purer, more radiant tone of the flutes and hautboys. 

Then Gerald looked into my eyes, and said, '* Let us come away " ; and I 
went blindly with him through the rooms, till we reached a door that opened 
into a garden. 

The night was hardly cold, and very still ; only a faint throbbing from the 
fiur-away streets lay at the heart of the silence, and troubled it I could see the 
otttUne of Gerald's face in the starlight ; he said nothing, but took me suddenly 
in his arms and kissed me ; and in that moment I tasted die essence of life. 
Then he lei me gck "^ Now send me from you if you can — if you dare," 
saidke. 

"^ Tis I wlio am going^ I said 

"^ I am m earnest"* answend Ke» ^ and I must have your answer." 

* Ol^ ifty answ^r^"* I cfied ^ is easily given. I do not love yon. I can add 
^naw,tKing to that wiikh >xm will nol admowledge. Yon have never kyved 
■K ; ytw lomd tsujr 6iM^ but of tsuy heart and schiI yon have known nodiing." 

I had not mMWt t^ «iQr Mch w^mnIs to him : I had meant to kt him go 
widk Tnmtthing Mbe a henedictMei: hm my bitteffness rase np and made me 



^ tt k tnne I Iwr vvw inc^b."^ he $4*1 <)ii^ S«atlv- ^B«t sKm than that. 
Why aieygia » uritiat K> m^?"^ 

Thgfc tihtf» <imie a w>t m e mi e w t m mhkh 1 >a« nesr teB S rg hiaa aS : and 
asUb^ him xb^ he ^v^^iMl «M k«(^ the ^HMt ^^ cm^ ani tsdbe ^o^ thMckc 
hid«^t a«t t MtfeHNL atui TtmaiA i UcJ I I ha^i ve^itv^ mwt a^ kt 



IBar i^ttt ^ tv< ^ss^ ti«r %d^ t ^c^tttti!^ ^t>t xvu» % $&iaT i»^c x^cj!ct ^cm . I 
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I stopped then, and looked back at him : the notes of a violin came 
through the silence like a shaft, and struck at my heart ; they mingled with a 
woman's voice, in a love-song. I went to his side. 

'' I have one last word to leave you," I said to him. " You will forget me. 
When I am only a memory, go back to Bella ; for you loved her." 

He said nothing, and I was glad of the darkness, which covered my face. 
I turned back into the house, leaving him standing there ; and went away, 
bidding no farewells. 

I sat through that long night, and waited for the dawn ; and when the 
dawn came, I kissed the wonderful reflected face of Mary Hatherley, and 
wished her a long good-bye. 

" O face of my dreams," I said, " it is well that you should go back 
into nothingness ; your hour is over ; each moment held a possible joy ; a 
surer pain : a brief triumph ; a long regret Let me decline into the lesser 
ways of life, where Beauty's flying feet have never passed ; but where Peace 
may be seen stealing, a shadowy figure, with eyes looking towards the sun." 

O. Shakespear. 
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TINY fays with the long gold hair, 

Vou sang, a.4 I slept, with a tender grace ; 

() tiny fays with the long gold hair, 

\n a Apell-bound forest, a charmed place 

(n a forcHt enchanted with spells untold 
('irtn\tA^i\<tnnXc (;nonie» as I slept the while 
(JffrrVI inr Kf^nlly a sceptre of gold, 
A i( rj'trr of Kf'ld as I slept the while. 

I know lliry jire drenmH and deceits of sleep 

I \w WTptrt-* of (."'Id and the forest songs ; 
YM otll) like H ( rcdiilouii child I weep, 

AotI my hritrt for the rest of the woodland longs : 

Ami I carr not now tho' I know the songs 
Alt' oitl^ the tlicaint iux) deceits of sleep. 

Gabriel Gillett. 




WILLIAM BLAKE AND HIS ILLUSTRA- 
TIONS TO THE DIVINE COMEDY 
III. THE ILLUSTRATIONS OF DANTE 

jIH E late Mr. John Addington Symonds wrote ; in a preface to 
certain Dante illustrations by Stradanus, a sixteenth century 
artist of no great excellence, published in phototype by Mr. 
Unwin in 1892 ; that the illustrations of Gustave Dori, " in 
spite of glaring artistic defects, must, I think, be reckoned first 
among numerous attempts to translate Dante's conceptions 
into terms of plastic art." One can only account for this praise of a noisy and 
demagt^ic art, an art heavy as with the rank breath of the mob, by supposing 
that a temperament, strong enough to explore with unfailing alertness the 
countless schools and influences of the Renaissance in Italy is of necessity a 
little lacking in delicacy of judgment and in the finer substances of emotion. 
It is more difficult to account for so admirable a scholar not only preferrir^ 
these illustrations to the work of what he called " the graceful and affected 
Botticelli " although " Dor6 was fitted for his task, not by dramatic vigour, by 
feeling for pure beauty, or by anything sternly in sympathy with the supreme 
poet's soul, butby a very efTective sense of luminosity and gloom," but preferring 
them because "he created a fanciful world, which makes the movement of 
Dante's dram^is persona conceivable, introducing the ordinary intelligence into 
those vast r^ons thronged with destinies of souls and creeds and empires." 
When the ordinary student finds this ordinary intelligence in an illustrator, he 
thinks, because it is his own intelligence, that it is an accurate interpretation 
of the text, while the work of extraordinary intelligences is merely an expres- 
sion of their own ideas and feelings. Dor£ and Stradanus, he will tell you, have 
given us something of the world of Dante, but Blake and Botticelli have builded 
worlds of their own and called them Dante's : as if Dante's world were more 
than a mass of symbols of colour and form and sound which put on humanity, 
when they arouse some mind to an intense and romantic life that is not 
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theirs ; as if it was not one's own sorrows and angers and regrets and terrors 
and hopes that awaken to condemnation or repentance while Dante treads his 
eternal pilgrimage ; as if any poet or painter or musician could be other than 
an enchanter calling with a persuasive or compelling ritual, creatures, noble or 
ignoble, divine or daemonic, covered with scales or in shining raiment, that he 
never imagined, out of the bottomless deeps of imaginations he never foresaw; 
as if the noblest achievement of art was not when the artist enfolds himself in 
darkness, while he casts over his readers a light as of a wild and terrible dawa. 

Let us therefore put away the designs to '' The Divine Comedy," in which 
there is ^ an ordinary intelligence,** and consider only the designs in idiich 
the magical ritual has called up extraordinary shapes, the magical light 
glimmered upon a world, different from the Dantesque worid of our own 
intelligence in its ordinary and daily moods, upon a difficult and distii^fiiished 
world Most of the series of designs to Dante, and there are a good namber, 
need not busy an)*one for a moment Genelli has done a copious series, 
which is ver>* able in the *^ formal **** g^fieralized ** way ^^lich Blake hated, and 
which is spiritually ridiculous. Penelli has transformed die Infenio into a vnlgar 
Walpurgis n^^t and a certain Schuler, ^iriiom I do not find in the biographical 
dktionarieis but who was a{^>arently a German, has prefiKcd certain flaodd 
designs with some excdlent diarts ; wiiile Stradanus has made a series for 
^Hie Inferno"^ which has so many of the more material and unessential 
powders of art. and is so extremely undistingui^ied in ctM a c eptio n, Aat ooe 
$iiffKX$e$ htm to ha\^ touched in the sixteenth century the same public Doi^ 
Imks^ hMfedhed in the nineteenth. 

TV>i^ with man>* doublik I am templed to Tatue Fhxman^ de si gn s 
» tiie ^InMfnx^ the "" ISir^i^torio.'' and the ^ Paradiso,* only a Kltle aboie Oie 
Vest cc tfiiex^ ; beoau$e he \i>r« not seem to have ercr been really moved by 
IteACL acwl $o K^ Kaxt^ sunk inK^ a Rxmal manner^ which b a l efle ctio D of tfie 
x^^ suoiMr <*<^lib Homer and Hesiod. His des^ins to *^TIie Divme Comedy* 
vtil ^ li^ttd. oiae ¥Mi^:mek with ^>me oetemony in ^bat im mort a l waeste pnper 
jiMigg 3K mdadk T%ie oante w<rti many $^;hs the ftulmcA of great men> lam 
»s:iiig6^v;c0^>.tic«vt^c^»;Wciit^fe$e Ftaxman e'v^m at highest kas^ not jret 
3K xenr itKpfjr. jttc I tuti^£^ e^c^er hofpe to cKa^^ tikib S i nM>,iriT Bi of msf 
r^kic Si^iQBCfeiD^ ^"^^ :h.^ j«m j:?eift^ moce^ isMiesea^ cxceiit 
IS It :ihr .^nmi^ ct dse As^jew :^ of SaKsokvesKe aoii esacr^ 

:nir xmc "vihsd)^ ^uks^ ^;>g T!! ^^ £ :$e sskukv :!c«d!s: ^^ ti^ xvt cf taie a»?i 

cK^ik^^A:«u«ass«»£4:«3ii!rwijd^.^tm^ Aafet5efc&^<aTt$egJe&.<a5P»ithyAiin^ 
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Stiirler, an artist of German extraction, who was settled in Florence in the first 
half of this century, are very poor in drawing, very pathetic and powerful in 
invention, and full of most interesting pre-Raphaelitic detail. Certain groups 
of figures, who, having set love above reason, listen in the last abandonment of 
despair to the judgment of Minos, or walk with a poignant melancholy to the 
foot of his throne through a land where owls and strange beasts move hither 
and thither with the sterile content of the evil that neither loves nor hates ; 
and a Cerberus full of patient cruelty ; are admirable and moving in the 
extreme. All Stiirler's designs have, however, the languor of a mind that 
does its work by a succession of delicate critical perceptions rather than the 
decision and enei^ of true creation, and are more a curious contribution to 
artistic methods than an imaginative force. 

The only series that compete with Blake's are those of Botticelli and 
Giulio Clovio, and these contrast rather than compete ; for Blake did not live to 
carry his " Paradiso " beyond the first faint pencillings, the first thin washes 
of colour, while Botticelli only, as I think, became supremely imaginative in 
his " Paradiso," and Clovio never attempted the " Inferno " and ** Purgatorio " 
at all. The imaginations of Botticelli and Clovio were overshadowed by the 
cloister, and it was only when they passed beyond the world or into some noble 
peace which is not the world's peace, that they won a perfect freedom. Blake 
had not such mastery over figure and drapery as had Botticelli ; but he could 
sympathize with the persons, and delight in the scenery of " The Inferno " and 
** The Purgatorio " as Botticelli could not, and could fill them with a mysterious 
and spiritual significance born perhaps of a mystical pantheism. The flames of 
Botticelli give one no emotion, and his car of Beatrice is no symbolic chariot of 
the church led by the gryphon, half eagle, half Hon, of Christ's dual nature, but is 
a fragment of some mediaeval pageant pictured with a merely technical inspira- 
tion. Clovio, working in the manner of the illuminators of missals, has created 
a marvellous vision, a paradise of serene air reflected in a little mirror, a heaven 
of sociability and humility and prettiness, the heaven of children and of monks; 
but one cannot imagine him deeply moved, as the modem world is moved, by 
the symbolism of bird and beast, of tree and mountain, of flame and darkness. 
It was a profound understanding of all creatures and things; a profound sym- 
pathy with passionate and lost souls ; made possible in their extreme intensity 
by his revolt against corporeal law, and corporeal reason ; which made Blake 
the one perfectly fit illustrator for the Inferno and the Purgatorio : in the 
serene and rapturous emptiness of Dante's Paradise he would find no 
symbols but a few abstract emblems ; and he had no love for the abstract ; 
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and with the drapery and the gestures of Beatrice and Virgil, he would have 

prospered less than did Clovio and Botticelli. 

The drawing of the car of Beatrice, following the seven candlesticks in slow 

procession along the borders of Lethe, is from a tracing made many years 

ago by the late John Linnell and his son, John Linnell also, from a drawing 

which is too faint for reproduction. The Botticelli is reproduced with the 

permission of Messrs. Lawrence and Bullen from their admirable edition of his 

designs to " The Divine Comedy." 

W. B. Yeats. 




A SONG 



LL that a man may pray, 

Have I not prayed to thee? 
What Mrerc praise left to say, 
Has not been said by me, 
O ma mUt 



Yet thine eyes and thine heart, 

Always were dumb to me : 
Only to be my part, 

Sorrow has come from thee, 
O ma mU! 

WTiere shall I seek and hide 

My grief away with me ? 
Le:Kt my bitter tears should chide, 

Wring brief dismay to thee, 
O MM mu ! 

Mor? thjin a m^n may pray 

lUw 1 ni>t praxxd u> thee? 
What x^rw t^aise left tv^ say, 

Hj^ nv^ been ;syud bv me. 
O ma mk f 

Ernest Do^ksom, 



^^i^nww 





MUTABILITY 

I 

^HE strong sweet south-wester, fresh and vigorous as a god, 
I after its journey across the Channel which flashed blue and 
I white to the horizon and broke in chalky waves at the foot 
I of the down, flung the girl's hair, loose and wet from the 
I sea, across her chin and throat, fluttering its straggling gold 
into her eyes. The man who lay at her feet watched her 
with admiration and desire as she stood sideways to the wind that threatened 
to blow the sailor-cap on her head, a hundred yards down the grassy slope 
into the discoloured breakers. They had been together a good deal since the 
day when Algernon Deepdale — a young man well known to exist only on his 
expectations and an aunt — came to the hotel at which the Grays had been 
staying, and had recognized her as the partner of a dance some weeks back. 
Her friendship had made the time go rapidly, and he had thrown up an 
invitation in order to stay longer in the seaside town which her presence alone 
made endurable. Hers was an exceptional beauty, but it was not her only 
charm. She was possessed of an intelligence not very common among women, 
nor was ever at a loss for ideas or words. She talked with her eyes and 
hands as well as her lips, as if the momentary thought that she expressed 
moved her body to the cadence of her words, her gestures giving strength to 
the phrase. She was a living being, thought Deepdale, contrasting her 
mentally with the lack of animation and ideas which is the portion of the 
majority. Moreover, she was fond of being well dressed, as even the French 
muslin blouse tied at throat and waist with an unobtainable vieux-rose-colour 
ribbon attested. His eyes followed her every movement, and a little tempest 
of desire went through him, as his gaze at last unconsciously attracted her and 
she turned with a smile. 

" The wind is too strong," she said, as she sat dovrn, throwing her hair 
from her face and pulling her skirts over her ankles. 

" Helen, will you marry me ? " he said, taking his cigarette out of his 
mouth, and looking up into her eyes. 

"Apropos of what ? How dreadfully abrupt you are ! " she replied. 
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^'Apropos of my thoughts and in logical sequence. May I have an 
answer ? " 

" Why do you ask me that ? " she answered, somewhat awkwardly. 

" For several reasons," he replied. *• First, because I am going awa}' this 
afternoon : then because I should like you to be my wife ; and the third 
reason I think you have known for some time." 

'' I am so sorry," she said, gently. " It is quite impossible." 

" I don't see why," he answered. 

'' It is quite impossible," she continued. ^ My people would be dead 
against it, and I am much too extravagant for you. Besides, I don't want to 
marry anyone." 

'* Do you not care for me at all, Helen ? " he asked. 

" I like you very well," she replied, " but how long have I known you ? 
Three months ? In another three you will have forgotten me." 

'' You mean you don't like me enough to marry me ? Is that it ? " 

She was silent Then suddenly she said : 

^ Why cannot you be patient ? You have only known me for this little 
time and yet you want everything or nothing, at once." 

*' Oh no, not at once. I would wait for you, if there was any chance. Is 
there, Helen ? " 

She shook her head. 

•* How can I tell ? There is none now," she said. 

" But if there was ? " he persisted. 

'' I can't say. Forget me. It will be much better. There can be no 
use in looking forward for a year." 

'* I think there would be — for me," he answered. 

She laughed lightly. 

** How long have you thought of me like this ? " she asked. 

" Since the first time I saw you," he said, '' that afternoon, when it was so 
dark I could barely make out your face, but I fell in love with yxMir mouth, the 
loveliest mouth in the world." 

A smile came back to her face. The flag on the coastguard's cottage 
flapped in the wind, and, far below, the blue waves curled silently into 
innumerable points of foam. A steamer, infinitesimal thoi^h it seemed, left a 
track of pale smoke behind it, and the sun shone joyously over alL 

" How sweet it is," he said, yielding himself up to the sensuous delight of 
summer centering in the beauty of the girl at his side. " Let me look at it all 
once more, since I must leave it all to-day. How you are to be envied, you 
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who remain. And I have to go back to that intolerable, dusty, sultry, horrible 
town ! " 

He turned to look at the downs behind, and turned back again. 

" No, there is nothing like the sea," he continued. " Oh, Helen, if I could 
take back some hope of you ! " 

** You are so impatient ! " she said. " You must wait and see if there is a 
chance. I don't suppose there will be. You had better forget me altogether. 
You can easily." 

" Will you decide which I shall do ? " he asked. 

" No, it is for you to decide." 

** I shall wait then," he answered. " You will not promise, Helen ? " 

" No," she said, shaking her head. " We must go back,"' she added, 
abruptly. " Are you ready ? " 

" Yes," he said, springing up and stretching his hands to her. She took 
them and rose. 

" We are good friends," he asked, still holding her hands. She smiled in 
his eyes with a " Yes." 

**You are not angry?" she asked. "You won't be bitter against me, 
will you ? I should be so sorry." 

" Bitter ? " he repeated. " No, certainly not How could I be ? " 

" Don't be bitter about it," she continued, '' I should hate to think that 
you could be angry with me." 

" I can well promise you that," he said, bending his face towards hers. 
How beautiful she was, with her little round face, her exquisite mouth and her 
eyes ! " And I shall not forget you. I shall wait." 

She smiled, and then added more seriously : 

" Don't wait for me. It would be foolish of you to give up anything for 
my sake. I can promise you nothing." 

" You cannot prevent my hoping, can you ? " he asked. 

" I suppose not," she answered, as they turned down the hillside and 
rejoined their party without more delay. 



H 

The chalky downs faded behind the train, and Deepdale found himself back 
again in the town which he imagined that he hated so much. In fact, it was 
desolate — with that lamentably seedy desolation which London wears for three 
months out of the twelve. Piccadilly without a well-dressed man or woman is 
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not a pleasant sight, and Deepdale reached his rooms near that thoroughfare 
in an exceedingly bad temper. His letters — including several bOls and a note 
from Mrs. Westham to warn him that she was coming to see hun immediately 
on his arrival — also displeased him. 

Mrs. Westham was the only woman out of the innumerable women with 
whom he had had relations of some kind who was utterly devoted to him, and 
who therefore bored him beyond all others. Though their relationship was of 
long standing he hesitated to break it off, partly from the vanity of being so 
able to dominate her, and partly from the desire of causing her as little pain as 
possible. So long as he could keep her at a distance he was content, but 
when a meeting became inevitable it was for him an unpleasant experience. 
Fortunately she had her house to attend to, and he managed to arrange that 
his spare hours as a rule should not coincide with hers. Her husband was 
abroad for six months out of the year or her movements would have been even 
more restrained. But at last he found himself at the end of his patience. Let 
come what would, with the receipt of her note he determined to break off the 
affair altogether. 

With his return to the everyday world of London, on the other hand, his 
attraction towards Helen Gray had speedily faded. He had almost forgotten 
the incident of the morning. At the bottom, he had been insincere in profess- 
ing love for her. She was certainly beautiful, she would in all probability, as 
an only child, be fairly rich, and she was a woman he would be proud to have 
for his wife, for purposes of display at Ascot or the opera. Moreover, the 
gracious beauty of her form and face were a promise of deeper happiness to the 
man whom she could love. But he was not very deeply hurt, he thought, by 
her refusal, which, after all, was extremely sensible. His income of nine hundred 
a year would be mere poverty in marriage, and it was doubtful if he would have 
more for several years. 

His man announcing Mrs. Westham disturbed his thoughts. 

She came in hesitatingly. When the door had closed he kissed her, and 
drew a chair to the window. She turned up her veiL 

" Good God 1 " he exclaimed, " how ill you look 1 What is the matter ? " 

Her face, which once had had a certain charm for him, was drawn and 
yellow. He would hardly have recognized her. 

" I am ill," she said, " but never mind that now. Are you glad to see 
me ? " she asked, kissing his hands. 

" Of course I am," he answered. 

" How changed you are, Algy," she answered. " But you can't help not 
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being as fond of me now as you were a year ago ! I wonder why you have 
changed ? " 

It was the same scene he had been through before, over and over again. 
She always asked the same questions and he always made the same replies. 
She had very little tact, he thought ! He was prepared for another unpleasant 
quarter of an hour, but he hoped that it would result in his being able to pre- 
vent its recurrence in the future. 

" Who were the people you saw so much of while you were away ? " she 
asked. ** You never told me their names." 

" The Grays," he answered, briefly. 

'* Oh I " she said. ^ It was that Gray girl who was talked about in con- 
nection with you. To think that I didn't know. I suppose you are engaged 
to her now ? " 

" I am not," he replied, coldly. 

" Did you propose to her ? " 

" No." 

" I don't believe you," she said. " Well, I am going, you don't want me. 
I will not bore you again." She choked a little. " You are not worth my 
love. I wonder if you will ever find a woman to love you as I have done. 
But I won't bore you again." 

•• Don't be a fool, Milly," he said. " Sit down." 

** I told you that I would give you up when you found another woman," 
she continued, standing. " When I heard you talked about with that Gray 
girl I did not even feel jealous. I was so sure of you. But you are quite 
changed. Oh, God help me ! Algy, how can I live without you ? " she 
cried, as she sank back into the chair. 

He leaned forward and stroked her hand. 

*' You don't even kiss me now ! " she exclaimed, passionately, throwing 
back his caress. '' And I had so much to tell you ! Are you tired of me ? Is 
that the truth ? " 

** No," he said, indifferently. 

" It is," she retorted. " Yet even now I cannot see it I love you too 
much to believe it Tell me and let me know. Are you tired of me ? " 

At all events, it was his duty to hurt her as little as possible. '' Of course, 
I am not," he answered. Then a thought struck him which made him look 
curiously at her. The same thought at that moment came uppermost in her 
mind, crushing out her misery for the time. She lay back in the chair and 
half closed her eyelids. 
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'^ There is one thing I wanted to tell you/' she said, ''I have a 
child I " 

The announcement was not unforeseen, but it was a shock. To conceal 
the fact he flicked the end of his cigarette carefully into the grate before 
answering. Then he said : 

" Are you quite sure now? " 

She nodded. Her heart was beating a tattoo and she could barely 
speak. 

" What an infernal complication ! " he exclaimed, frowning, although a 
vague feeling of pride which appeared to him to be wholly stupid, but which 
he could not check, rose in him. ^ What are you going to do? " 

^ I shall have to kill myself," she replied. Why did he not throw himself 
at her feet, she thought, beseeching her not to do such a thing ? He did not 
answer, but stared hard at the end of the cigarette, still frowning. 

"^ I believe you would be glad if I did I " she exclaimed Then as her 
excitement grew, she continued, " Algy, you are not so brutal as to wish 
that, are you ? "* 

^ Don't be absurd. I was thinking what on earth is to be done. 
When is he coming back ? " 

" Not for three months." 

Abruptly and without tangible cause, the whole story of their relationship 
unfolded itself before him, bare of the imagined beauty with which his 
thought had once bedecked it, in its plain and squalid ugliness. He was filled 
in spite of himself with horror of the woman before him. It seemed — ^in this 
crisis of his nerves — as if he could not tolerate her presence for a moment 
longer. Though his face did not show his feeling, she seemed to grasp his 
thought. She felt that there was no mercy to be expected from him, no hope 
for her to cling to. She rose bravely. 

" Good-bye, Algy," she said. " We shall not meet again. Don't speak to 
me. Let me go. Good-bye." 

He took her hand for a moment and then opened the door. As she went 
out he called his servant to open the street door for her and returned to his 
room. 

" Thank God that is finished," he muttered, as he moved about, nervously 
touching things on the tables or the mantelpiece. Then, after a time, he went 
out. At his club he found the only man he looked on as a friend, Lord 
Reggie Cork, a philosophical young man whose eternal tranquillity of temper 
was extremely pleasing to the nervous temperament of Deepdale. 
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'' Hullo, Deepdale," he said, ** come and dine with me. What are you 
doing in town at this time ? Do you feel inclined to go to Norway ? " 

" Norway ? Are you going ? " 

" To-morrow, ten-thirty. Come with me, there's a good chap 1 " 

Deepdale thought for a moment Then he answered : 

"Right 1 I will come with you. I shall not come back here till next 
year. I am sick of town and of England too. I have been getting into 
trouble." 

Deepdale proceeded to expound matters to his friend and to ask his 
advice. 

Whatever Lord Reggie's opinion may have been, the two men left 
England on the morrow, Deepdale having arranged to let his chambers during 
his absence. 



Ill 

He kept his word and did not return till the following year. When he 
did the season was well under weigh. It was an exceptionally beautiful spring, 
and London was — in Deepdale's eyes at least — its central and most perfect 
flower. To one who had been away from it so long, the city seemed to give a 
promise of new life, and, as his cab flashed down Piccadilly, the sight of the 
crush of carriages, the crowd at Hyde Park Comer, lifted his heart like a 
draught of wine. Lady Audley, on whom he called, was delighted to see 
him. She reproached him for his long disappearance and his tardy return. 

'' You haven't seen the new beauty," she said, laughing. In answer to his 
inquiry, she continued — 

** She's an old friend of yours, I hear. In society? No ; she used not to 
be, but Lady Rivers, people say, met her somewhere or other in the winter, and 
was so fascinated that she has had her under her wing for the last three weeks. 
We are all raving about her." 

" You say I know her ? " he asked 

"If that isn't like you men 1 " she laughed. " You have met this girl, fallen 
in love with her, I believe, and have forgotten all about it Well, you will fall 
in love with her again. That is my prophecy." 

" When am I likely to see her ?" he asked. 

" If you like to bore yourself by coming here to-night you are sure to see 
her. Come any time after eleven." 

" Won't you tell me who she is ? " he said. 
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** Na She will surprise you ; and you will have to be grateful to me for 
giving you an emotion." 

He took his leave presently, and made his way into the Park. The 
subject slipped out of his mind, and he did not mention it to any of the num- 
berless acquaintances he met Most of them seemed glad to see him, but a 
few appeared to his sensitive egoism to be somewhat strange in manner. He 
was wondering at this, a little annoyed, when he ran up against Lord R^;gie, 
whom he had not seen for several months. 

" Hullo, Deepdale ! " he exclaimed. " Just back ? I say, you've come at 
a bad time." 

" How's that ? " asked Deepdale. 

" Haven't you heard, or are you trying to play deep ? " he answered. 

*' I have heard nothing," was the answer. 

" Good Lord I I'll have to tell you then. Come and sit down.** 

Deepdale obeyed. 

" It's pretty serious, old chap," Cork continued. " It's all over the place, 
or it wouldn't matter so much. You remember a woman I saw at your place 
once or twice — Mrs. Westham — the woman you told me about ? " 

Deepdale nodded. 

" Well, she poisoned herself a month ago," said the other, lowering his 
voice. " But that isn't all. These women are so confoundedly theatrical. 
She couldn't make her exit from this world without letting people know why. 
I dare say she didn't mean to harm you, but it looks as if she wanted a little 
revenge at the last moment. She wrote a letter to you and left it on her table 
before drinking the stuff. It came out at the inquest ; I've a paper at my 
rooms, but I daresay you can g^ess what it was." 

Deepdale, with his head bent, was gazing at the point of his stick in the 
gravel. 

" Damn her," he said, in a low voice, choking with anger, yet stunned with 
the shock. He had nearly forgotten her, but the news of her death was like 
a violent blow. " How far has it gone ? " 

" Everywhere, naturally. You can't prevent people reading newspapers." 

" I saw Lady Audley just now," he muttered. " She said nothing." 

" Very likely she hadn't heard. But she won't be nice when she does." 

" Let us go to your rooms," he said, standing up a little shakily. It cost 
him an effort not to break down altc^^ther. His knees seemed to have lost 
all sensation : he could hardly steady himself, his hands shook, and his face 
had gone suddenly white. 
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Lord Reggie drew his arm through his own. 

" Steady, old man/' said he, as they crossed the Row. '' It's no good 
showing 'em how you've been hit Get into this cab," he added as they 
emerged from the archway. 

*' No, we'll walk 1" exclaimed Deepdale, with an oath. " Damn the woman ! 
I thought I was going to have a good time of it this season. You know my 
aunt is dead ? No ? she died a week ago and left me nearly everything. I've 
been scraping along all this time on a few beggarly hundreds a year, and 
now that it's thousands, this infernal woman steps in and spoils all my hand ! 
Damn her 1 " 

" You needn't swear," said Cork. " You were pretty well gone on her 
once, weren't you ? " 

Deepdale made no answer as his thoughts went back into the past He 
walked with his head bent down. Suddenly he exclaimed : 

'' My God, what a thing to happen to a man ! " 

His first feeling of anger had passed. He was overwhelmed now with 
remorse. Why had he not stayed and helped her ? He forgot how weary of 
her presence he had been, and reproached himself only for his leaving her to 
her trouble. What misery she must have endured 1 What a beast he was ! 
Would he have to go through life with the consciousness of having committed 
the most callous of murders, of having caused the death of the one woman who 
had really loved him, wearisome though she was ! 

** What am I to do, R^[gie ? " he asked, to break the silence. 

~ Wait and see what happens," replied Cork philosophically. He was a 
believer in Fate. 

*'What an infernal scandal it will be," Deepdale murmured under his 
breath. He was too fond of society to be as unconventional as he wished, and 
he by no means wished to give up his season. 

When they reached Lord Regie's chambers, he sank into a chair. 

** Give me the paper and get me a drink — ^brandy and soda," he said. 

The lines were a misty blur, and he could not read at first After a time 
some of the sentences became l^ible. He was reading her letter ; the letter 
that was meant only for him, and yet was printed for everyone's eyes ; trying to 
skip the details of her death, though they forced themselves under his notice 
and burnt themselves on his mind. It was a much saner and less effusive 
letter than he expected, and was both dignified and pathetic 

Lord R^gie sat opposite his friend, dreading an outburst of frantic grief. 
He was relieved when Deepdale lifted his head and merely remarked, 
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** I don't believe the thing has gone or will go as far as you try to make 
out Haven't you exaggerated ? " 

A sudden revulsion of feeling had come upon him. The sober sentences 
had calmed him, and he had recovered his nerve. After all, what did it matter ? 
He was not responsible for her death. He had tired of her and left her. That 
was nothing unusual. Her foolishness was no fault of his. So far he satisfied 
himself : and as to the scandal, he would have to live it down or go away if tt 
became necessary. 

Deepdale's temperament was one that is not rare. He could take things 
easily or badly, almost as he chose. Though the catastrophe might, if he had 
allowed it to do so, have broken him down, yet by an effort of will he managed 
to throw it on one side. The shock remained, like a wound that anno)^ when 
the first pain has gone by, but he had determined to let it gain no ascendancy 
over him. He was able to forget very easily, and he relied on this ability to 
preserve him from any future outbreaks of conscience. 

Instead of answering. Lord Reggie, relieved to find that there was to be 
no scene, proceeded to discourse with some warmth to his friend on his callous- 
ness and brutality. Deepdale listened meekly, and when Lord Reggie had 
come to the end of his disquisition, they arranged to dine and pass the even- 
ing together. It was not far from midnight when they appeared at Lady 
Audle/s party. Deepdale was relieved to find that there was no change 
towards him in any of the people to whom he spoke. A weight seemed lifted 
from his heart 

" Where is your new beauty ? " he asked his hostess, when there was a 
momentary cessation of arrivals. 

" She's here. That is all I know," she answered, glancing with pretended 
dismay into the hopelessly crowded room. ** Oh, there she is," she exclaimed, 
as some movement opened a momentary space in the crush. His eyes followed 
the direction of hers, and lighted on a tall fair girl with blonde hair and 
enormous pale yellow sleeves. 

" What ? Miss Gray ? " he asked. 

" Go and talk to her," she replied. " I am a confirmed match-maker, you 
know," she added, good humouredly, as she turned to smile on some new 
guests. 

Deepdale edged his way towards his old acquaintance. He made slow 
progress, but at last he succeeded in reaching her. Her welcome was more 
cordial than he could have hoped, and the man to whom she had been speak- 
ing moved away unwillingly. 
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"Where have you been all this time?" she said. ''You ought to be 
punished. You look ever so much older, and you don't look well." 

^ No," he answered, '' I'm rather seedy. But you are more beautiful than 
ever," he added, lowering his voice. 

She laughed. '' You have not forgotten your old sin of paying untrue 
compliments I " 

" Untrue ? " he replied. " Will you never believe me ? Can't we get out 
of this crowd ? Shall we go on the balcony ? " 

The balcony was lai^e, and by good luck they found two chairs. 

'' Tell me all about yourself," she said as she sat down. He obeyed as 
far as he could, and did not omit to mention the death of his aunt and his 
consequent increase of fortune. 

" How delightful for you," she said. " And now you are perfectly happy, 
I suppose." 

" Do you think I am so inconstant ? " he asked. " Or have you forgotten 
the downs ? " 

" No, I don't forget It is you who foi^et, and go away for three-quarters 
of a year without a word." 

"It was an unpardonable sin," he replied ; " but will you forgive me? It 
was really very necessary, and perhaps, perhaps you remember why it was of 
no use for me to come back sooner ? " 

" I foi^ive you," she said softly. 

" Are you any happier now that you have achieved success ? " he asked. 
" You used to long for success." 

" No, I think not," she answered. " It seems only natural. And then 
everything appears just as stupid as before. There is always something want- 
ing to my life. I don't know what" 

"It is the same with me," he said, " with a difference. I know what I 
want" 

" I should have thought you had everything you wanted," she answered. 

" No, there is always one thing," he said, touching her hand. She with- 
drew it gently, and stood up. 

" Let us go in," she said ; " I am cooler now, and I am afraid of catching 
cold." 

" When may I come and see you ? " he asked, as he rose. 

She thought for a moment 

" On Friday," she answered. 

" And to-day is Monday ! " he exclaimed. 
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"Friday is the only possible day this week. I am staying with Lady 
Rivers, you know, and I have to go out with her. But I can be in on Friday, 
about four, if you like." 

"On Friday, then." he answered. " I want to ask you a question I asked 
you once before." he added, as they re-entered the room, and further talk 
became impossible. 

She turned away with a smile. 

" Who was that you were on the balcony with ? " a.iked Lady Rivers an 
hour later, as they were driving home. 

" A Mr. Deepdalc," Helen answered, " an old friend. I have asked him 
to come on Friday to tea." 

" My dear Helen I " exclaimed Lady Rivers, " he is quite impossible. You 
ought not to know such a man." 

" Why not ? " she queried. 

" Haven't you heard about his wickedness ? It is really too dreadf'il." 

" No, 1 have heard nothing against him," she answered frigidly, while some 
strange fear made her tremble. " I believe he is going to ask me to marry him." 

" Helen I You must not think of it," said Lady Rivers in an agonizing 
tone. " It would be very wrong of you. I don't know the whole tale, but my 
husband told me a good deal of it" 

" I wish to hear nothing." she replied, coldly. 

" Oh, yes, you must, and I shall tell you." 



IV 

The three following days were like nightmares to Helen. She had 
listened to the story without the least change of expression, but in her own 
room she had broken into a passion of tears. Until that moment she had 
scarcely realized that she loved the man at alL She knew it at last, conquered 
by jealousy of the woman he had killed. To her own despair, she was not 
overwhelmed with horror for his crime. It did not seem unnatural She only 
hated the woman who had come between them. But her own state of mind 
seemed like dishonour, and she suffered all the tortures of remorse for what 
she could not help. 

Before Friday, however, she had rq;ained some tranquillity. She would 
refuse, if he proposed to her, and would forget him. When Deepdale called, 
she therefore welcomed him very frigidly. But she was alone, and he had 
determined not to let the opportunity slip. 
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'' Why are you so changed, so cold ? " he asked, after a time. The truth 
suddenly flashed upon him, and he swiftly decided on his course of action. 
'' Have people been telling you tales about me ? " he added. 

" Tales that are true, I am afraid," she answered. 

" I would have told you myself," he said, gently. "It is too dreadful for 
words, isn't it ? You should pity me, rather than blame me ; my life is quite 
ruined. I have nothing left me now on earth." 

" Don't say that," she murmured. " You will forget, and so will others. 
But it is very sad." 

" It is much more ; it is my ruin. But you, at least, may pity me. My 
life is hard enough to bear, without losing you even as a friend — for you were 
my friend once, were you not ? " 

She did not answer, but her lips moved inaudibly. 

" You know now why I went away. Can you not guess what I suffered 
all the time, knowing that I had lost you, you who were ever like a star in my 
dark heaven ? Think now what my life will be, without the one hope that 
filled me for so long, the one thing that made me live. I have lost that — and 
I have lost everything. It is my own fault — and yet not so much my fault as 
perhaps you think. It was my sin, and I must pay for it In these days 
there is no Elizabeth to forgive Tannhauser." 

She listened immovably, but her eyes were moist, and her lips parted, as 
she breathed rapidly. 

" I will go," he said, rising. " Shall I ever see you again, I wonder ? 
Oh, Helen," he cried, taking her hands as she stood before him, " I could have 
loved you so well I " 

She did not move away, and he bent his head to cover her hands with 
kisses. 

" Helen," he said, looking into her eyes, " is it all over ? Will not your 
forgiveness cover even me? Cannot the past be the past? I am broken- 
hearted for my crime. You and you only can give me new life. Will you 
forgive me ? Will you not love me as I love you ? " 

He placed his arm round her neck, tentatively. She did not resist, and 
as he drew nearer, her head sank on his shoulder, and she uttered a little sigh 
of content. 

He smiled to himself in triumph ; then he bent his head and kissed her 
on the mouth. 

Theodore Wratislaw. 





OSULLIVAN RUA TO THE 
SECRET ROSE 

BAR off. most secret, and inviolate Rose, 

Enfold me in ray hour of hours ; where those 
Who sought thee at the Holy Sepulchre, 
Or in the wine vat, dwell beyond the stir 
And tumult of defeated dreams ; and deep 
Among pale eyelids, heavy with the sleep 

Men have named beauty. Your heavy leaves enfold 

The ancient beards, the helms of ruby and gold 

Of the crowned Magi ; and the Hound of Cu 

Who met Fand walking among flaming dew, 

And Inst the world and Kmer for a kiss ; 

And him who drove the gods out of their liss, 

And till a hundred morns had flowered red 

Feasted and wept the barrows of his dead ; 

And the proud dreaming king who flung the crown 

And sorrow away, and calling bard and clown 

Dwelt among wine-stained wanderers in deep woods ; 

And him who sold tillage, and house, and goods. 

And sought through lands and islands numberless years, 

Until he found, with laughter and with tears, 

A woman, of so sliining loveliness. 

That men threshed OMm at midnight by a tress, 

A little stolen tress. 
I, too, await 

The hour of thy great wind of love and hate. 

When shall the stars be blown about the sky, 

Like the sparks blown out of a smithy, and die ? 

Surely thine hour has come, thy great wind blows, 

Far off, most secret, and inviolate Rose? 

W. B. Yeats. 




THE OLD WOMEN 

jHEY pass upon their old, tremulous feet, 
Creeping with little satchels down the street. 
And they remember, many years ago, 
Passing that way in silks. They wander, slow 
And solitary, through the city ways. 
And they alone remember those old days 

Men have foi^otten. In their shaking heads 

A dancer of old carnivals yet treads 

The measure of past waltzes, and they see 

The candles lit ^ain, the patchouli 

Sweeten the air, and the warm cloud of musk 

Enchant the passing of the passionate dusk. 

Then you will see a light begin to creep 

Under the earthen eyelids, dimmed with sleep. 

And a new tremor, happy and uncouth. 

Jerking about the comers of the mouth. 

Then the old head drops down again, and shakes, 

Muttering. 

Sometimes, when the swift gaslight wakes 

The dreams and fever of the sleepless town, 

A shaking huddled thing in a black gown 

Will steal at midn^ht, carrying with her 

Violet little bags of lavender. 

Into the Up-room full of noisy light ; 

Or, at the crowded earlier hour of night. 

Sidle, with matches, up to some who stand 

About a stage-door, and, with furtive hand. 

Appealing : " I too was a dancer, when 

Your fathers would have been young gentlemen ! " 

And sometimes, out of some lean ancient throat, 

A broken voice, with here and there a note 
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Of unspoilt crystal, suddenly will arise 
Into the nighty while a cracked fiddle cries 
Pantingly after ; and you know she sings 
The passing of light, famous, passing things. 
And sometimes, in the hours past midnight, reels 
Out of an alley upon staggering heels. 
Or into the dark keeping of the stones 
About a doonmy, a vague thing of bones 
And draggled hair. 

And all these have been loved. 
And not one ruinous body has not moved 
The heart of man's desire, nor has not seemed 
Immortal in the eyes of one who dreamed 
The dream that men call love. This is the end 
Of much fair flesh ; it is for this you tend 
Your delicate bodies many careful years. 
To be this thing of laughter and of tears. 
To be this living judgment of the dead. 
An old grey woman with a shaking head. 



Arthur Symons. 




A ROMANCE OF THREE FOOLS 

j]T was the year when Marie Barrone sang for a season at the 
" Folly," never to be forgotten by those who heard her ; 
when London, or the idler part of it, was very much in love 
with her, and her spirit of waywardness and all mischief. 
It was a year of romances ; and of them all, that in which 
^ Marie played the part of amused heroine and our famous 
three were the heroes, was quite the most entertaining. 

At this time, the leader of the three, Jack Barry, or as most of us knew 
him, " Jack Momus," that being the name under which he wrote the little 
comedies and lyrical burlesques chiefly associated with him, — was at the height 
of his sii^lar career. The success of his latest work, " Sweet Cinderella," at 
the " Polly," thanks to Marie's delightful singing and dancing, had for once filled 
his pockets to overflowing ; and it must be said they overflowed excessively. 
He was reckless in his extravagance of good-luck now, as he had been reckless 
before from ill-luck ; and he showed his quality in nothing more than in the 
choice of his two companions, who did not tend, on the whole, to restrain 
him. 

Young Pavier — the Hon. Tom Pavier — was certainly not the kind of young 
man to be an economical factor in anybody's equation. A thrice mortgaged 
peer's third son, who has been disowned by his noble father, who has com- 
promised more than his purse because of his infatuation for the turf, and who 
has taken, half out of bravado, to driving a hansom for a living before he is 
thirty, is not likely to be over much in love with respectability, and the social 
virtues, for their own sake. His name, in truth, was by this become something 
of a byword with the latest incarnation of Mrs. Grundy — Lady Kyo : " Like 
young Pavier ! " she would say, and close her eyes. As for the third of the 
three, " Sinister " Smith, — him we know better now as John Smith, R.A. ; but 
at this time he chiefly drew comic pictures for that short-lived paper, the 
" Babbler," besides occasionally painting extraordinary portraits of modern 
people in a mediaeval manner. 

A more excellent trio for the amusement of a spirited heroine could not 
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well be imagined. All three were of accord in their devotion to Miss Marie. 
Almost every other night, for Jack Momus, to call him so, was never tired of 
hearing his jokes in their histrionic setting, they arrived, sooner or later, at the 
theatre. They usually came in the hansom which Momus had purchased in 
the exuberance of his pockets, and had leased to Tom Pavier on very un- 
business-like terms. This remarkable vehicle was suggested by that which 
appeared nightly on the stage in " Sweet Cinderella," and like that, was always 
at Marie's service ; she greatly appreciated it, and often drove home in it to 
her lodgings in Westminster, after theatre. It was not, indeed, until she had 
twice running experienced the sensation of a street collision, under Tom 
Pavier's reckless driving, that she showed any hesitation about it. Thereafter, 
one night, when Tom drove Barry to the stage-door to meet her, they found a 
suspicious private brougham waiting there. When Miss Marie at length 
tripped out, she gave an odd little glance at the two vehicles, and at Barry 
bowing at her elbow ; and then turning towards the brougham, she stammered 
out a natve explanation that she felt it was not at all right, '* you know, to be 
always taking your hansom ; though, to be sure, a hansom was better fun 
than anything ! " 

This was the beginning of disaster. She had always been rather mys- 
terious in her comings and goings ; but after this she became more and more 
elusive, while the attentions of other admirers were nightiy more obvious. 
The brougham itself did not long remain a mystery : it was only one of many 
attentions from the same admirer. Lord Merthen ; while the bouquets of 
Captain Jolywell made it like a pot-pourri on wheels. So time went, and 
the pleasant early summer began to lose its greenness in London, while 
Marie Barronc still drew tears by her song of the country flowers which, in a 
state of nature, her audience might have cared for much less. One evening, 
late in June, Momus, who gfrew more dejected as Marie gfrew more elusive, 
made a desperate effort to get her to come to a little supper at Fantochetti's. 
But no ! not even that ; though as she said " No ! " her voice had the sympathetic 
thrill which was so effective in " Sweet Cinderella," and her eyes looked sorrow- 
fully at him where he stood, hat off, his cherubic visage absurdly wrinkled 
in his wistful anxiety. However, on the following Saturday, after performance, 
when Sinister was present, she seemed to relent. Momus and Sinister had 
been driven up by Tom, and stood at the brougham step a moment, while Tom 
looked on from his driver's perch, a few yards off. 

" Tm going to have two days' holiday," said Marie. " I'm rather 
tired ; my voice was like a crow's to-night. Didn't you notice in my 
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primrose song ? My doctor says I may have to give up singing, if I don't 
take care I " 

"You never sang better, I swear I" responded Momus, and Sinister 
corroborated with his lips. But she went on gaily : 

" I'm so sorry I can't come to Fantochetti's ! Ah, you've been so kind, all 
of you," — here her voice had that little quiver again. "Well, I suppose 
Thomas, — my Thomas I mean, not yours," she explained, with a mischievous 
smile at Tom Pavier, — " is impatient, and wants to be off. You know, I never 
like to say good-bye, even only for a day or two. Au revoir is better ! " 

" A Demain is better still," ingeniously interposed Momus. She shook 
her pretty head. 

** No, I'm afraid it will have to be good-bye London to-morrow, for a while 
at least." 

" And Olva's f&te ? " asked Momus. The f&te was a fancy dress ball, at 
Count Olva's, which among certain less particular sections of frivolous 
society was to be a great event in its way. 

" Ah, Olva's fete," said Marie, adjusting her flowers, " I had forgotten : 

it will be fun to meet there. But in case ; " she hesitated, putting the 

flowers to her face, as it might be to hide a furtive smile, " in case my voice is 
still hoarse ? " 

" No, no," interposed Momus, "you must come ! So au revoir !'* 

" Au revoir ! " she echoed. And the brougham drove off". 

Some days later Momus heard from Mrs. Harriet at the Folly — Mrs. 
Harriet being Miss Marie's tire-woman — that Marie was likely to resume her 
part on the very evening of the fSte, and was having a new frock, very pretty 
and fantastic, in white and blue and gold, no doubt for the Olva occasion. 
At this, he decided to give her a bouquet, simple and costly ; which he 
ordered forthwith at Centifiori's. His plans were, to see the last act of 
"Cinderella" that evening, present Marie with the bouquet as she left the 
theatre, humbly begging her to bear it to Count Olva's ; then don his own 
fancy-dress — a clown's motley, very carefully copied from an old Italian print 
— and so meet Marie at the f^te at midnight The chief lion of the occasion, 
it should be explained, was an African one, — ^the black Prince of Xula. It 
struck him as an ingenious idea, which Marie would appreciate, that they 
should make the Prince himself the point of assignation in the crowd at 
Olva's. 

" The Prince at midnight ! " He was so pleased with the idea, that he 
kept repeating the words to himself in his excitement. 
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Finding on reflection that he would barely have time to prepare for the 
f6te after theatre, he decided, when the evening in question came, to attire 
himself in advance, hide his Italian motley under his great-coat, hear a little 
of Marie's singing from the back of the first circle, and then go round and 
intercept her with his bouquet At a little after ten-thirty, Tom Pavier 
drove him to the " Folly " — a box containing the precious bouquet by his side — 
through a slow downpour of rain. The hansom drew up at the main entrance 
with a characteristic dash, just as Sinister was alighting from another cab. 
It was the hour of Marie's best song, and Momus, in his haste and excitement, 
after briefly exchanging a friendly word with Sinister, ran upstairs eagerly. 
From within, the familiar noise of the violins and oboe, playing the opening 
strains of Marie's song, reached his ears seductively. Another second, and to 
this boyish access of expectancy there ensued a cold thrill of dismay. On the 
corridor wall, a square placard, red-lettered, was fastened, which ran thus : 

" In consequence of continued indisposition^ Miss Marie Barrone is again 
unable to appear this evening. Miss Nelly Cavotte has consented to take the 
part of Cinderella in her unavoidable absence,*' 

He did not wait to see more, not having the heart to look at the stage 
itself, where Marie's pretty figure and bright eyes usually faced him. He 
pointed out the placard to Sinister (who had followed), with a grotesque 
grimace and an indescribable air of disappointment. 

'' I wish I may die ! " he began, with an hysterical little laugh. But 
Sinister, whose emotions never showed on his colourless, expressionless face, 
interposed gently : 

" If I were you, I'd go behind and see Mrs. Harriet, my boy ! It's only a 
cold she has got. You will hear her sing on many a night to come ! ** 
Sinister further consoled him by seizing his arm and conducting him round 
the house until they found Mrs. Harriet, who was hastily putting on a black 
bonnet over her black curls with the aid of a cracked looking-glass, as she 
stood at the door of Miss Barrone's dressing room. She told them that 
Marie had arrived at the theatre half an hour before performance, and had had 
an interview with the stage-manager, who had been in a rage ever since. 

" Too bad to sing ; not too bad to dance at that what-d'ye-call it to- 
night, I know ! " said Mrs. Harriet, shaking her curls. " I daresay she has a 
cold ; but cold or not, she cares for nobody — ^not she, when she takes it into 
her head ! " This was all Mrs. Harriet had to say. 

They did not wait to see the angry manager, or inquire further. Momus 
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took the wild resolution of driving off straightway to her rooms, to make sure 
of her. So he resumed the hansom, parting with Sinister, who did not like 
these undignified flights. By this time there were other reasons for haste 
than the fact of their being late. A heavy rain began to come down with 
great determination. They careered through Palace Yard in a perfect deluge, 
and Tom turned into the narrow street where Marie lived, half-blinded by the 
storm. But here his sense of vision might well be quickened. Under the 
rainy gas-light, one thing he saw clearly : Marie's familiar brougham ! which 
was being driven rapidly out of the turning at the other end of the street, an 
ominous brace of trunks on top. He drew up, and cried through the slit to 
Momus : 

" There she goes — her blessed brougham's just turned the comer." 

" Nonsense, man ! " screamed Momus. " It's not — it can't be ! Drive on 
to the door ! " 

Tom drove on, and stopped at Marie's door. Momus leapt out, and 
knocked furiously. After a delay, that seemed hours, a grimy little house- 
maid opened the door. 

" Miss Barrone ? " he cried. 

The maid blinked her eyes at him, and drew back : " She've gone 
aw y, sir ! 

Momus could have wept. " Why, she said she would be in ; — has she 
just gone ? " He fumbled out half-a-crown. 

The child, who knew him of old, smiled sagaciously. She probably 
thought him an actor from the " Folly." " Miss Berewn didn't be at the theeayter 
to-night " she was beginning to explain. 

" The devil ! " ejaculated he, " I know that, — but see ; " he put the coin in 
her dirty little hand : " Was — that — her — carriage ? " 

She nodded reluctantly, and Momus turned and leapt back into the 
hansom. " You're right — 'twas the brougham," he cried to Tom. " After it> 
man ! Go it. Peg ! " 

The hansom whirled off furiously in the direction of Whitehall, causing 
consternation there in the stream of buses and cabs. At the top of Whitehall 
Tom thought he caught a glimpse at last of the vanished brougham, and 
whipped up Peg to a still hotter pace. So following along Pall Mall, at the 
foot of the Haymarket he made it out distinctly, halfway up that thoroughfare 
At Piccadilly Circus he was almost within hail, and Momus was chuckling as 
he saw ; when, lo ! another hansom, crossing at right angles, was surprised 
by Tom's wild and irresponsible irruption, so that the two vehicles cannoned 
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with astonishing eflect Peg went down as if she was shot, while the other 
horse pawed the footboard for a moment in front of Momus, and then, 
recoiling, went down in turn. Momus, for his part leapt out, slipped, pitched 
headlong; while his hat flew one way, the precious box with the flowers 
another, where it was hurled under Peg's lively heeb, as she lay a-kicking, and 
there speedily yielded up its little golden orchids and other rare blossoms to a 
muddy doom. It was a cruel stroke, which might have upset the quest of a 
less devoted, or a less mercurial, knight errant But not so Momus. He still, 
in all this wreck, had his eye on the brougham, now rapidly disappearing down 
Piccadilly, all unconscious of the confusions it had wrought behind it Mopping 
hastily the mud off his coat and doublet, picking up his volatile crush-hat, he 
hailed another hansom, and retook the pursuit, leaving Tom to his fate. As 
he was now whirled along Piccadilly, to add to his misfortunes, a drop that 
fell from somewhere on his nose, suddenly connected itself with a peculiar 
sensation in his head and hair, which, he remembered, he had first noticed 
after his fall. Putting his hand up, he found his well-arranged locks disturbed 
by a very pretty stream of crimson, which had been all this while slowly 
trickling through them, and was now combining with the mud to add a new 
and original adornment to his piebald doublet But little he cared in his mad 
pre-occupation, so long as he did not lose Marie too. Once, at the foot of 
Bond Street, a block of carriages cost him a profane expense of breath, but he 
had again come within hailing distance of the fugitives by the time they had 
reached the top and emerged in Oxford Street So the pursuit was maintained 
along Oxford Street, and up Edgware Road, until the brougham turned towards 
Paddington Station. Here another small delay, caused by two passing 
omnibuses, allowed the gap between the two to widen again. However, in 
the end, Momus dashed up, just as Marie, having dismounted, was seen dis- 
appearing through the portico of the station, a dark blue travelling dress and 
a veil proving a very transparent disguise. Momus hurled himself, in his mud 
and motley, a startling figure enough, out of his hansom, and was rushing 
through after her, intent only on overtaking her, when a strong hand caught 
his arm, and stopped him violently. He wriggled and turned as if on a pivot, 
and as he did so, in turning, saw the impassive good-natured face of a 
Herculean railway policeman. 

" Pardon, sir ! " said this amiable, irresistible giant " Afraid you are 
hurt, sir ! Not so fast ! " 

" Now, by all that's wicked," screamed his captive, " let me go ! 
wait — wait ! That lady, see ! O Lord ! " 
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With this, Momus fainted. 

Next day, about noon, Sinister was roused from a profound sleep, proper 
to a man who had been up till four that morning, by a loud knocking at his 
door. This door, it should be said, gave entrance to two small rooms and a 
large studio at the top of a house in Lincoln's Inn Fields. The knocking 
proved to be from the vigorous fist of Tom Pavier, who explained last night's 
pursuit, the upset, and the disappearance of our hero-in-chief after it Finally , 
as Tom discovered at Paddington, poor Momus had been conveyed from the 
station in a state of collapse to a hospital near by. There, suffering from the 
effects of his accident in Piccadilly Circus, and the excitement of Miss Marie's 
disappearance under his very eyes, he had spent the night in a fine fever. 
Sinister lost no time now in getting into his clothes, and making his way 
there. 

He found his friend sitting up in bed in an accident ward, between two 
much more seriously damaged fellow-patients. When Momus saw him, he 
held out his hand with a deprecatory gesture. 

" We lost her after all, old chap ! " he cried, with a half-sob, " A damned 
railway bobby collared me in the station. I must have been a pretty sight. 
I don't know how I came here I " 

After a little comforting philosophy from Sinister, he grew calmer ; and 
that evening they were allowed to take him home, with one arm in bandages, 
and some sticking-plaster on his head. Indeed, his condition was not serious, 
his excitement growing less feverish. Half that night, however. Sinister sat 
by his bedside, and humoured him when he talked, still half-deliriously, of 
following Marie — to the world's end if need be. 

This idea was still dominant when Momus had recovered sufficiently to 
resume his usual ways. The very first thing he did was to set out in quest of 
Miss Marie's address, which at last he was lucky enough to procure from her 
landlady in Westminster, in consideration of a certain bribe. The address 
ran : 

" Aberduly Arms, 

Aberduly, 

North Wales." 

Procuring next a guide to North Wales, he discovered that Aberduly was a 
rising seaside place. He discovered, moreover, what he thought significant, 
that Marie's friend, Lord Merthen, had a seat in the same county. Revolving 
these things in his inventive mind, he presently evolved a delightful scheme ; 
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nothing more nor less than a driving tour across country, and in the hansom 
itself, into Wales (i la Jack M}^on, who was one of Momus's favourite 
heroes), ending with a descent upon Aberduly and Miss Marie. 

It was in pursuance of this scheme, that three days later, at the impossible 
hour of seven in the morning, the early milkmen in Chelsea were startled by 
an unusual spectacle. This was the arrival at Mr. Barry's door of the hansom, 
resplendent in black and yellow, drawn tandem by Tom Pavier*s mare " Peg," 
and a well-matched bay horse, while Tom himself, in an amazing suit of light 
check, a red rose in his button-hole, handled the reins to masterly effect All 
this Momus, already up and in the act of shaving his pink cheeks, saw from 
his window ; and he found the sight inspiring. Meanwhile Tom might have 
been observed dismounting, when, having found two delighted loafers to hold his 
horses, he made his way into the house, humming the familiar hunting ditty 

from " Jack Straw " : 

" I hear the horn a blowin*. 
And off they'll soon be throwing 
Rut first of all Tm goin' 

To taste the hunting cup : 
A cup 'tis, well compounded, 
As I have always found it, 
That many a care have drownded — 

But Yoicks ! the hunt is up ! '' 

On arriving upstairs, he found a breakfast table laid for three in Bany*$ 
room, but as that hero did not at once appear, he threw up the window, and 
lighting a pipe, sat himself down on the window-sill. From this point of 
vantage he regarded with great satisfaction the inspiring sight below, where 
Peg and her leader stood pawing and fretting to be off, their bright harness 
and bay coats agleam in the early sun. He was still absorbed in this 
satisfying contemplation, when Momus, descending, found him there ; where- 
upon, as Sinister delayed to appear, they proceeded to breakfast Ere they 
finished, another hansom rattled up, and their party was complete ; and as the 
clock struck eight, they started on their journey, the hansom and its team 
deploying gracefully on the embankment, ere it went off at a smart pace 
westward. How their journey thereafter startled Oxford one day, Leamington 
another, and Shrewsbury on a third, may be better imagined than described. 
On the fourth day, however, when they had crossed the Welsh border, there 
befell a climacteric adventure which is essential to their history. 

On that afternoon, it was a Saturday, the last in July, Tom was whipping 
up his dusty horses with every intention of reaching the village of Croeslwyd 
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in time for dinner. There had been a great fair in the village on the day 
before, and various waggons of roundabouts, and other such rural amusements, 
met our adventurers from time to time. They had successfully passed several 
of these vehicles — a matter of some difficulty in a narrow country by-road — 
when, turning a corner, Tom found before him a steep descent of a quarter of 
a mile or less, ending at a narrow bridge over a small stream in the hollow. 
Down this Tom drove, with an insufficient brake, at a somewhat exciting 
pace, and about half-way down the hill, he and his two companions were 
startled by a rattle of wheels on the opposite bank, where the road turned 
sharply and disappeared amid some trees in the middle distance. At this 
turn now suddenly appeared a descending vehicle, which in colour far outshone 
the hansom, and in reckless speed quite equalled it. An ungainly chariot, 
with tarnished gold and green and red decorations, and of fantastic shape — 
evidently some part of a travelling show ! Drawn by a wildly galloping white 
horse, of a gaunt appearance, it was driven by a little rubicund man, in a grey 
overcoat, with another smaller man, in the grotesque attire and white paint of 
a circus clown, and an immense negro, clad in irreproachable black, at his 
side. Thus accoutred, the chariot-in-advance of Mr. Hopkins' " Combination 
Zoological Circus and Panopticon," dawned on our three heroes in its ungainly 
descent as a very doubtful apparition indeed. For, obviously, something had 
gone wrong. The clown was distorting his white paint by his cries, while 
the grey man tugged desperately at the reins as the caravan charged the 
bridge. Tom Pavier, for his part, as the hansom, too, neared the bottom 
of the hill, and the bridge grew imminent, waved them aside with wild 
gestures. All in vain. He might as well have waved the wayside trees out of 
the way. 

In another second, as the two vehicles made desperate assay together of the 
narrow bridge, there was a frightful crash, and circus-chariot and hansom, men 
and horses, were chaos under a cloud of dust. At the collision, Tom's leader 
had swerved, broken the traces, and leapt into the stream below. Peg had 
gone down heavily, and the hansom, after a wild twirl, had fallen over on its 
side against the parapet. As for the chariot, it fell into a grotesque rattling 
ruin of plank and pasteboard, wheel and shaft, amid which the grey, white, and 
black figures of the unfortunate Mr. Hopkins, the clown, and the gentleman of 
colour, sprawled disastrously. It was not a dignified catastrophe ; as Sinister 
felt when, rescuing himself, and feeling his left arm ruefully, he looked round. 
Except the clown, however, everybody was good-humoured ; he alone fell to 
a furious vituperation of Tom Pavier, who took no notice as he first liberated 



66 THE SAVOY 

his hapless mare from the ruins, and got her on to her feet, and then ran to 
his other horse, which lay half in the stream below with a broken leg. 

" Whaf s to be done ? " he cried out to the party above. 

Whereupon the gentleman of colour, who had been bandaging a damaged 
knee with a great unconcern, limped down from the bridge, and drew a Coifs 
revolver from his breast-pocket This he discharged, on a nod from Tom, into 
the poor beast's brain. In other ways, and in spite of his bandaged and 
seriously damaged leg, he proved the most capable man of the six. He 
directed the operation of drawing the cracked shell of the hansom, which was 
an irretrievable ruin, off the bridge, and then set to, to throw the ruins of the 
circus chariot over the parapet on to the grass below. He, too, it was who 
intervened when the dispute over the rights and wrongs of the catastrophe 
had made Momus all but hysterical, and the little grey man irreligious ; and 
arranged a small transaction by which Momus paid out five yellow coins to 
the credit of the " Combination Zoological Circus and Panopticon." When, 
within an hour, Momus and Sinister were setting off as a relief party 
for Croeslwyd, to further arrange for the disposition of the wreckage, he pre- 
sented a card to Momus with some ceremony. This card Momus carefully 
treasured up for possible future use, in case he might come to require such 
a functionary some day in some spectacular way. It was inscribed : 



I 

Professor Charlie Jonson, 

LION-KING. 
[Hopkin^ Circus!] 



Momus and Sinister made a sorry-looking couple enough as they limped 
up painfully at last to the Castle Inn. When they had repaired their costumes 
and their nerves a little under its hospitable roof, they must needs, with return- 
ing enei^, fall to quarrelling over their predicament. Sinister, long-suffering 
as he was, felt mortified for once. Like other humorists, used to serving up 
other people in a comic dish, he disliked extremely to be made comic himself. 
A hundred times he confounded himself for having given the fates that make for 
ridicule such an absurd opportunity. As it was, his precious top-hat, smashed 
out of all dignity, that had barely served to cover his head on the way from 
the scene of accident, might well serve as a symbol of his state of mind 
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Momus was unfeeling enough to chuckle over it as he played a dusty tattoo 
with his fingers on its indented crown. This was the finishing stroke. When 
now Momus went on to carol forth, with provoking light-heartedness, a 
favourite stave from " Cinderella " : 

"The world is full of girls, I know, 
But only one's the perfect girl, 
To set the sorry world aglow 
With a laughing eye and a golden curl — 

Ah, CindereUa ! " 

Sinister lost patience altogether. 

" Damn Cinderella ! " he exclaimed, and announced with some spleen that 
he did not mean to go on any further with the adventure ; in fact, he proposed 
to go back to town forthwith. Momus scorned the idea. The late catastrophe 
had only served to excite him, and his blood was up. 

" Do as you like ! " he said, with a certain impudence of tone, and a 
characteristic grimace and roll of the head, " Tm going on ! " And he sang 
again, turning Sinister's unfortunate hat over contemptuously on the table : 

" With a laughing eye and a golden curl — 

Ah, Cinderella ! " 

When Tom arrived at the Castle Inn, a couple of hours later, conveyed 
thither, together with sundry relics of the hansom, in an old chaise which had 
been sent after him, behind which the hapless Peg painfully limped, it was to 
find Sinister alone. Momus had disappeared, incontinently gone on to Aber- 
duly, without a doubt. Sinister was still sulky ; for the idea of a Sunday alone 
with Tom in this uninspiring inn did not tend to restore his equanimity. As 
for the rest of the actors lately figuring on the highway — the circus proprietor 
and his two coUaborateurs — they had gone off in an opposite direction, to 
appear no more in these pages. 

Sunday broke dull and wet, to add to Sinister's disgust and ennui, and 
his bruised shoulder had grown painful. But there was no possible escape, 
and his only solace lay in an old punch-bowl, which Tom had discovered and 
filled. But even this proved unsatisfying, and both were in the depths of 
a profound boredom, listening to the melancholy drip of the rain, when as the 
clock struck ten, the sound of a horse's hoofs without announced a late 
arrival. 

A few seconds more, and in walked Momus, streaming from the rain. 
His usual jaunty step was stiff, and his face, beneath its round comic lines, had 
an expression of utter weariness. 
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" You'd be tired if you were me ! " he said, as they exclaimed at his plight. 
*' Tve ridden fifty miles in the rain, on a beast bewitched, since breakfast ! " 

Since his knowledge of the horse as a beast of burden had been confined 
hitherto to that gained inside a London hansom, this ride of Momus might, in 
fact, be considered a remarkable performance. 

" Oh, poor Momus ! Give him some punch ! " cried Sinister. 

Tom administered a rousing tumbler, and they set the exhausted hero to 
steam by the fire. 

The ride was, in truth, only one of many singular incidents through which 
fate had been educating him since he left this room and Sinister yesterday. 
While he sat there, with the consciousness that his two companions were 
waiting to hear his story, these incidents revived themselves, and formed a 
fantastic jumble in his head. As he had gone out singing, with "Ah 
Cinderella!" for refrain, unabashed by accident, still following fast on the 
heels of romance ; so he had kept his way to the end, though the fates declared 
against him at every turn. He had taken train, the train was blocked for an 
hour. That delay over, he had hired a pony for the next stage of his journey, 
although he did not know how to ride. The pony, in turn, proved an in- 
corrigible malingerer, and deceived its perplexed rider by pretending to go 
dead lame. Then, hating walking, Momus had walked ten miles, along moun- 
tain roads and through mountain solitudes, which, sublime as they really were, 
seemed to hiin only dreary. Thus that fate which, he had been used to 
say, had learnt something of humour at last from observing his antics, had 
played pranks with him all the way, without breaking for a moment his 
romantic spirit of adventure. He went through with his romance, it must be 
owned, in a more than comic heroism. It came to an end at last, however, 
when he reached on the previous evening the " Aberduly Arms," a huge and 
preposterous modern erection on the seashore at Aberduly, once one of 
the shyest watering-places on the Welsh coast. At the " Aberduly Arms," 
you may find, if you will, the famous, the lyrical and loquacious, Mr. John 
Jones, proprietor of the establishment, formerly, as everyone knows, the 
leading tenor in the " Imperial English Comic Opera Company," in which, 
as Momus could not fail to remember, Miss Marie Barrone had made her 
dibut in the provinces some years before the time of our story. 

The first thing that caught Momus's eye, in fact, in the entrance-hall of 
the hotel, was a great red-and-blue placard, announcing " A Grand Concert," 
in the Aberduly Assembly Rooms, on the following evening. On this poster, 
the name of the distinguished Mr. John Jones figured conspicuously in large 
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red capitals. In still larger blue letters, betokening an even greater musical 
fame, was blazoned forth a name that gave Momus a thrill, — the name of MisS 
Marie Barrone : The Celebrated London Soprano, from the Folly Theatre ! I 



It was a copy of this poster which Momus, recollecting himself as he 
sipped his punch, while Sinister and Tom Pavier looked on inquiringly, drew 
from his pocket. As he unfolded it, he smiled ruefully. 

" I've got a little tale to tell you ! " he said ; " but first of all I want you 
to drink the health of " 

" Mrs. Momus ! " promptly interrupted Tom Pavier, rising and preparing 
to drink the toast with unselfish fervour. 

But Momus shook his head, and smiled a significant smile. 

" Lady Merthen ! " said Sinister, then, in his turn, with an accent of 
inevitable conviction, as he caught up his glass. 

" No ! " said Momus with a grimace, " Mrs. John Jones ! " 

Ernest Rhys. 




IN SCITUATE 



NDER a hill in Scituate, 
Where sleep four hundred men of Kent, 
My friend one bobolincolned June 
Set up his rooftree of content. 



Content for not too long, of course ; 
Since painter's eye makes rover's heart, 
And the next turning of the road 
May cheapen the last touch of art 

Yet also, since the world is wide, 
And noon's face never twice the same, 
Why not sit down and let the sun, 
That artist careless of his fame. 

Exhibit to our eyes, offhand. 
As mood may dictate and time serve, 
His precious perishable scraps 
Of fleeting colour, melting curve ? 

And while he shifts them all too soon, 
Make vivid note of this and that, 
Careful of nothing but to keep 
The beauties we most marvel at 

Selective merely, bent to save 
The sheer delirium of the eye. 
Which best may solace or rejoice 
Some fellow-rover by and by ; 
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That stumbling on it, he exclaim, 

" What mounting sea-smoke I What a blue ! " 

And at the glory we beheld. 

His smouldering joy may kindle too. 

Merely selective ? Bring me back, 
Verbatim from the lecture hall. 
Your notes of So-and-so's discourse ; 
The gist and substance are not all. 

The unconscious hand betrays to me 
What listener it was took heed, 
Eager or slovenly or prim ; 
A written character indeed ! 

Much more in painting ; every stroke 
That weaves the very sunset's ply. 
Luminous, palpitant, reveals 
How throbbed the heart behind the eye ; 

How hand was but the cunning dwarf 
Of spirit, his triumphant lord 
Marching in Nature's pageantry, 
Elated in the vast accord. 

Art is a rubric for the soul, 

Man's comment on the book of earth, 

The little human summary 

Which gives that common volume worth. 

And coming on some painter's work, — 
His marginal remarks, as 'twere, — 
You cry not only, " What a blue ! " 
But, '' What a human heart beat here ! " 

Here is the little sloping field, 
Where billow upon billow rolls 
The sea of daisies in the sun. 
When June brings back the orioles. 



All summer here the crooning winds 
Are cradled in the rocking dunes. 
Till they, full height and burly grown. 
Go seaward and forget their croons. 

And out or the Canadian north 
Comes winter like a huge gray gnome, 
To blanket the red dunes with snow 
And muffle the green sea with foam. 
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The brushwood all a purple mist ; 
The blue sea creaming on the shore ; 
As if the year in his last days 
Had not a sorrow to deplore. 

Then evening by the fire of \o^, 

With some old song or some new book ; 

Our Lady Nicotine to share 

Our single bliss ; while seaward, look, — 

Orion mounting peaceful guard 

Over our brother's new-made tent, 

Beside a hill in Scituate 

Where sleep so sound those men of Kent. 

Bliss Carman. 




AT THE ALHAMBRA 

IMPRESSIONS AND SENSATIONS 

I 

T the Alhambra I can never sit anywhere but in the front 
row of the stalls. As a point of view, the point of view 
considered in the abstract, I admit that the position has its 
disadvantages. Certainly, the most magical glimpse I ever 
caught of an Alhambra ballet was from the road in front, 
from the other side of the road, one night when two doors 
were suddenly flung open just as I was passing. In the moment's interval 
before the doors closed again, I saw, in that odd, unexpected way, over the 
heads of the audience, far off in a sort of blue mist, the whole stage, its 
brilliant crowd drawn up in the last pose, just as the curtain was beginning to 
descend. It stamped itself in my brain, an impression caught just at the 
perfect moment, by some rare felicity of chance. But that is not an impres- 
sion that can be repeated. In the general way I prefer to see my illusions 
very clearly, recognizing them as illusions, and yet, to my own perverse and 
decadent way of thinking, losing none of their charm. I have been reproved, 
before now, for singing " the charm of rouge on fragile cheeks," but it is a 
charm that I fully appreciate. Maquillage, to be attractive, must of course be 
unnecessary. As a disguise for age or misfortune, it has no interest for me. 
But, of all places, on the stage, and of all people, on the cheeks of young people : 
there, it seems to me that make-up is intensely fascinating, and its recogni- 
tion is of the essence of my delight in a stage performance. I do not for a 
moment want really to believe in what I see before me ; to believe that those 
wigs are hair, that grease-paint a blush ; any more than I want really to 
believe that the actor whom I have just been shaking hands with has turned 
into a real live emperor since I left him. I know that a delightful imposition 
is being practised upon me ; that I am to see fairyland for a while ; and to me 
all that glitters shall be gold. But I would have no pretence of reality : 
I do not, for my part, find that the discovery of a stage-trick lessens my 
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appreciation of what that trick effects. There is this charming person, for 
instance, at the Alhambra : in the street she is handsome rather than pretty ; 
on the stage she is pretty rather than handsome. I know exactly how she 
will look in her different wigs, exactly what her make-up will bring out in 
her and conceal ; I can allow, when I see her on the stage, for every hair's- 
breadth of change : yet does my knowledge of all this interfere with my 
sensation of pleasure as I see her dancing on the other side of the footlights ? 
Quite the contrary ; and I will go further, and admit that there is a special 
charm to me in a yet nearer view of these beautiful illusions. That is why 
I like to alternate the point of view of the front row of the stalls with the 
point of view of behind the scenes. 

There, one sees one's illusions in the making ; but how exquisite in their 
frank artificiality, are these painted faces, all these tawdry ornaments, decora- 
tions, which are as yet only " properties " ! I have never been disappointed, 
as so many are disappointed, by what there is to be seen in that debatable 
land " behind the scenes." For one thing, I never expected to find an Arabian 
Nights' Entertainment of delightful splendour and delightful wickedness, and 
so I was never chagrined at not finding it The coulisses of the Alhambra 
are, in themselves, quite prosaic. They form, of course, the three sides of a 
square, the outer rim ; the fourth side being the footlights. On the prompt side 
is the stage-manager's chair, the row of brass handles which regulate the lights 
and ring down the curtain, and the little mirror, with a ledge running along 
below it, which (with the addition of a movable screen) constitute the dressing- 
room accommodation of the " turns " who have to make a change of costume. 
Layer after layer of scenery is piled up against the wall at the side, and nearly 
the whole time there is a bustling of scene-shifters shoving along some great 
tottering framework, of which one sees only the canvas back and the narrow 
rim of wood. Turn to the right, pass under that archway, and the stone stair- 
case going down leads to the canteen ; that going up leads to the dressing- 
rooms of the corps de balleU Another staircase on the other side of the stage 
leads to the dressing-rooms of the principals, the extra ladies, and the 
children. Downstairs are some more dressing-rooms for the supers and the 
male " turns." The back of the stage is merely a passage : it is occasionally a 
refuge from the stampede of scenery in a quick change. 

It is ten minutes before the ballet is to commence. Some clowning comic 
people are doing their show in front of a drop-scene ; behind, on the vacant 
space in the middle of the stage, the ladies of the ballet are beginning to 
assemble. They come down in twos and threes, t}Hlng a few final bows. 
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buttoning a few overlooked buttons, drawing on their gloves, adjusting one 
another's coats and wigs. As I shake hands with one after another, my hands 
get quite white and rough with the chalk-powder they have been rubbing over 
their skin. Is not even this a charming sensation, a sensation in which one seems 
actually to partake of the beautiful artificiality of the place ? All around me 
are the young faces that I know so well, both as they are and as the footlights 
show them. Now I see them in all the undisguise of make-up : the exact line 
of red paint along the lips, every shading of black under the eyes, the pink 
of the ears and cheeks, and just where it ends under the chin and along the rim 
of throat In a plain girl make-up only seems to intensify her plainness ; for 
make-up does but give colour and piquancy to what is already in a face, it 
adds nothing new. But in a pretty girl how exquisitely becoming all this is, 
what a new kind of exciting savour it gives to her real charm ! It has, to the 
remnant of Puritan conscience or consciousness that is the heritage of us all, a 
certain sense of dangerous wickedness, the delight of forbidden fruit The 
very phrase, painted women, has come to have an association of sin ; and to 
have put paint on her cheeks, though for the innocent necessities of her pro- 
fession, gives to a woman a sort of symbolic corruption. At once she seems 
to typify the sorceries and entanglements of what is most deliberately enticing 
in her sex — 

" Femina dulce malum, pariter favus atque venenum " — 

with all that is most subtle, and least like nature, in her power to charm. 
Then there is the indiscretion of the costumes, meant to appeal to the senses, 
and now thronging one with the unconcern of long use ; these girls travestied 
as boys, so boyish sometimes, in their slim youth ; the feminine contours now 
escaping, now accentuated All are jumbled together, in a brilliant confusion ; 
the hot faces, the shirt-sleeves of scene-shifters, striking rapidly through a 
group of princes, peasants, and fairies. In a comer some of the children are 
doing a dance ; now and again an older girl, in a sudden access of gaiety, will 
try a few whimsical steps ; there is a chatter of conversation, a coming and 
going ; some one is hunting everywhere for a missing " property " ; some one 
else has lost a shoe, or a glove, or is calling for a pin to repair the loss of 
a button. And now three girls, from opposite directions, will make a 
simultaneous rush at the stage-manager. " Mr. Forde, I can't get on my wig ! " 
" Please, Mr. Forde, may I have a sheet of notepaper ? " " Oh, Mr. Forde, 

may Miss stay off? she has such a bad headache she can hardly stand." 

Meanwhile, the overture has commenced ; and now a warning clap is heard, 
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and all but those who appear in the first scene retreat hurriedly to the wings. 
The curtain is about to rise on the ballet 

To watch a ballet from the wings is to lose all sense of proportion, all 
knowledge of the piece as a whole ; but, in return, it is fruitful in happy 
accidents, in momentary points of view, in chance felicities of light and shade 
and movement. It is almost to be in the performance oneself, and yet 
passive, a spectator, with the leisure to look about one. You see the reverse 
of the picture : the girls at the back lounging against the set scenes, turning to 
talk with someone at the side ; you see how lazily the lazy g^rls are moving, 
and how mechanical and irr^^lar are the motions that flow into rhythm when 
seen from the front. Now one is in the centre of a jostling crowd, hurrying 
past one on to the stage ; now the same crowd returns, charging at full speed 
between the scenery, everyone trying to reach the dressing-room stairs first 
And there is the constant shifting of scenery, from which one has a series of 
escapes, as it bears down unexpectedly, in some new direction. The ballet, 
half seen in the centre of the stage, seen in sections, has, in the glimpses that 
can be caught of it, a contradictory appearance of mere nature and of absolute 
unreality. And beyond the footlights, on the other side of the orchestra, one 
can see the boxes near the stalls, the men standing by the bar, an angle cut 
sharply off from the stalls, with the light full on the faces, the intent eyes, the 
gray smoke curling up from the cigarettes. It is all a bewilderment ; but to 
me, certainly, a bewilderment that is always delightful 



II 

To the amateur of what is more artificial in the art of illusion, there is 
nothing so interesting as a stage rehearsal, and there is no stage rehearsal so 
interesting as the rehearsal of a ballet Coming suddenly out of the clear 
cold of a winter morning into the comparative warmth of the dimly-lighted 
Alhambra (it must have been three years ago, now, I think), I found that 
one of the rehearsals of a ballet named after *' Aladdin " was about to 
begin ; and, standing at the far end of the hall, I saw the stage gradually 
filling with half-dressed figures, a few men in overcoats moving rapidly to and 
fro in their midst. Lit only by a T-light, these odd, disconcerting figures 
strolled about the stage, some arm in arm, some busily knitting ; they formed 
into groups of twos and threes and half dozens, from which came the sound of 
a pleasant chatter, a brisk feminine laughter. I found my way between the 
lonely-looking stalls, disturbing the housekeeper at her work, and mounted to 
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the stage. The stalls were covered in their white sheeting ; white sheeting 
hung in long strips from boxes and balcony ; here and there a black coat and 
hat stood out from the dingy monotony of white, or a figure flitted rapidly, 
a sudden silhouette, against the light of a window high up in the gallery. The 
T-light flickered unsteadily ; a little chill light found its way through roof and 
windows, intensifying, by even so faint a suggestion of the outside world, all 
that curious unreality which is never so unreal as at the prosaic moments of a 
rehearsal 

I had the honour to know a good many ladies of the ballet, and there 
was no little news, of public and private interest, to be communicated and 
discussed. Thus I gathered that no one knew anything about the plot of the 
ballet which was being rehearsed, and that many were uncertain whether it 
was their fate to be a boy or a girl ; that this one was to be a juggler, though 
she knew not how to juggle ; and that one a fisher-boy, and Jthat other a 
fisher-girl ; and that Miss A had been put in a new place, and was disgusted ; 
and Miss B, having also been put in a new place, was delighted ; together 
with much information in no way bearing on the subject of the ballet All at 
once the stage-manner clapped his hands ; the ladies rushed to their places ; 
I retreated to a comer of the stage, behind the piano, at which sat a pianist 
and a violinist ; and the ballet-master came forward, staff in hand, and took 
up his position on a large square piece of board, which had been provided 
for the protection of "the boards" (technically speaking) against the 
incessant thump-thump of that formidable staff as it pounds away in time 
with the music. The rehearsal had begun. 

Rehearsal costume, to the casual outside spectator, is rather curious. 
There is a bodice, which may be of any kind ; there is a short petticoat, 
generally of white, with discreet linen drawers to match ; the stockings are 
for the most part black. But a practising dress leaves room, in its many 
exceptions, for every variety of individual taste. A lively fancy sometimes 
expends itself on something wonderful in stockings, wonderful coloured 
things, clocked and patterned. Then there are petticoats plain and orna- 
mented, limp and starched, setting tightly and flapping loosely; petticoats 
with frillings and edgings, petticoats of blue, of pink, of salmon colour, of 
bright red. But it is the bodice that gives most scope for the decorative 
instinct Many have evidently been designed for the occasion ; they are 
elaborately elq^t, showy even. There are prints and stuffs and fancy 
arrangements in the way of blouses and jerseys and zouaves and Swiss 
bodices ; with white shawls and outdoor jackets for the cold, and ribbons and 
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bright ties for show. The walking-ladies are in their walkii^-dresses ; and it 
is with the oddest effect of contrast that they mingle, inarching sedately, in 
their hats and cloaks, with these skipping figures in the undress of the 
dancing-school. Those who are not wanted cluster tc^^ether at the sides, 
sitting on any available seats and benches, or squatting on the floor ; or they 
make a dash to the dressing-rooms upstairs or to the canteen downstairs. One 
industrious lady has brought her knitting. It is stowed away for safety in 
some unused nook of the piano, which is rattling away by my side ; presently 
it is hunted out, and I see her absorbed in the attempt to knit without looking 
at the stitches. Another has brought woolwork, which is getting almost too 
big to bring ; several have brought books : the works of Miss Braddon, penny 
novelettes, and, yes, some one has actually brought the " Story of an African 
Farm." Occasionally a stage-carpenter or scene-shifler or limelight-man 
passes in the background ; some of the new scenery is lying about, very 
Chinese in its brilliant red and blue lattice-work. And all the while the 
whole centre of the stage is in movement ; the lines and circles cross and 
curve, hands lifted, feet lifled ; and all the while, in time with the music, 
the ballet-master pounds away with his stout staff, already the worse for 
wear, and shouts, in every language but English, orders which it is a little 
difficult to follow. 

As the bright, trickling music is beaten out on the perfunctory piano and 
violin, the composer himself appears, a keen profile rising sharply out of a 
mountainous furred overcoat It was just then that the ballet-master had left 
his place, and was tripping lightly round the stage, taking the place of the 
?^s^x\X. premiire danseuse. It was only for a moment ; then, after a rush at some 
misbehaving lady, a tempest of Italian, a growl of good-humoured fury, he 
was back on his board, and the staff pounded away once more. The caryphies^ 
holding bent canes in their hands, turned and twirled in the middle of the 
stage ; the corps de ballet^ the children, the extra ladies, formed around them, 
a semicircle first, then a racing circle ; they passed, re-passed, dissolved, re- 
formed, bewilderingly ; with disconcerting rushes and dashes ; turning upon 
themselves, turning round one another, advancing and retreating, in waves 
of movement, as the music scattered itself in waves of sound. Aimless, 
unintelligible it looked, this tripping, posturing crowd of oddly-dressed figures ; 
these bright outdoor faces looked strange in a place where I was so used 
to see rouged cheeks and lips, powdered chins, painted eye-lashes, yellow 
wigs. In this fantastic return to nature I found the last charm of the 
artificial. 
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III 

The front row of the stalls, on a first night, has a character of its own. 
It is entirely filled by men, and the men who fill it have not come simply 
from an abstract aesthetic interest in the ballet. They have friends on the 
other side of the footlights, and their friends on the other side of the footlights 
will look down, the moment they come on the stage, to see who are in the 
front row, and who are standing by the bar on either side. The standing- 
room by the bar is the resource of the first-nighter with friends who cannot 
get a seat in the front row. On such a night the air is electrical. A running 
fire of glances crosses and re-crosses, above the indifferent, accustomed heads 
of the gentlemen of the orchestra ; whom it amuses, none the less, to intercept 
an occasional smile, to trace it home. On the faces of the men in the front 
row, what difference in expression ! Here is the eager, undisguised enthusiasm 
of the novice, all eyes, and all tyts on one ; here is the wary, practised atten- 
tion of the man who has seen many first nights, and whose scarcely perceptible 
smile reveals nothing, compromises nobody, rests on all. And there is the 
shy, self-conscious air of embarrassed absorption, typical of that queer type, 
the friend who is not a friend of the ballet, and who shrinks somewhat pain- 
fully into his seat, as the dancers advance, retreat, turn, and turn again. 

Let me recall a first night that I still, I suppose, remember : the first 
night of '' Aladdin." I have had to miss the dress rehearsal, so I am in all the 
freshness of curiosity as to the dresses, the effects, the general aspect of things. 
I have been to so many undress rehearsals that I know already most of 
the music by heart I know all the dances, I know all the movements of 
masses. But the ballet, how that will look ; but my friends, how they will 
look ; it is these things that are the serious, the important things. And now 
the baton rises, and the drip, drip of the trickling music dances among the 
fiddles before the curtain has gone up on the fisherman's hut, and those 
dancing feet for which I am waiting. Already I see how some of my friends 
are going to look ; and I remember now the musical phrase which I came to 
associate with that fisher dress, the passing of those slim figures. The Princess 
flashes upon us in a vision, twining mysteriously in what was then the fashion 
of the moment, the serpentine dance ; and this dance transforms, by what she 
adds and by what she omits, a series of decorative poses into a real dance, for 
it is the incomparable L^^ani. Then the fisherman's hut, and all mortal 
things, vanish suddenly; and Aladdin comes down into a vast cave of 
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livid green, set with stalactites, and peopled with brown demons, winged 
and crowned with fire; reminding one of the scene where Orfeo, in the 
opera of Gluck, goes down into hell. Robed in white, the spirit of the 
Lamp leads on the coryphieSy her genii ; and they are here, they run forward, 
they dance in lines and circles, creatures with bat-like wings of pale green, 
shading into a green so dark as to be almost black. The Princess enters : 
it is "a wave of the sea" that dances! And then, the scenery turning 
suddenly over and round, the cave suddenly changes into a palace. There 
is a dancing march, led by the children, with their toppling helmets, and 
soon, with banners, fans, gilt staves, a dancing crowd moves and circles, in 
beautiful white and gold, in purple and yellow, in terra-cotta, in robes that 
flower into chrysanthemums, and with bent garlands of leaves. I search 
through this bewildering crowd, finding and losing, losing and finding, the 
faces for which I search. The Princess is borne on in a palanquin ; she de- 
scends, runs forward (Simeon Solomon's " Lady in a Chinese Dress "), and 
in the quaintest little costume, a costume of a willow-pattern plate, does the 
quaintest little trotting and tripping dance, in what might be the Chinese 
manner. Ther^ is another transformation : a demon forest, with wickedly 
tangled trees, horrible creatures of the woods, like human artichokes, shimmer- 
ing green human bats, delightful demons. The Princess, the Magician, 
Aladdin, meet : the Magician has the enchantment of his art, the Princess the 
enchantment of her beauty, Aladdin only the enchantment of his love. Spells 
are woven and broken, to bewitching motion : it is the triumph of love and 
beauty. There is another transformation : the diamond garden, with its 
flowers that are jewels, its living flowers. Colours race past, butterflies in 
pale blue, curious morbid blues, drowsy browns and pale greens, more white 
and gold, a strange note of abrupt black. The crystal curtain, a veil of 
diamonds, falls, dividing the stage, a dancing crowd before it and behind it, a 
rain of crystals around. An electric angel has an apotheosis ; and as the curtain 
falls upon the last grouping, I try, vainly, to see everyone at once, everyone 
whom I want to see. The whole front row applauds violently ; and, if one 
observed closely, it would be seen that every man, as he applauds, is looking 
in a different direction. 



IV 

Why is it that one can see a ballet fifly times, always with the same sense of 
pleasure, while the most absorbing play becomes a little tedious after the third 
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time of seeing ? For one thing, because the diflTerence between seeing a play 
and seeing a ballet is just the diflTerence between reading a book and looking at 
a picture. One returns to a picture as one returns to nature, for a delight which, 
being purely of the senses, never tires, never distresses, never varies. To read a 
book, even for the first time, requires a certain eflTort. The book must indeed be 
exceptional that can be read three or four times ; and no book ever was written 
that could be read three or four times in succession. A ballet is simply a 
picture in movement. It is a picture where the imitation of nature is given by 
nature itself; where the figures of the composition are real, and yet, by a very 
paradox of travesty, have a delightful, deliberate air of unreality. It is a 
picture where the colours change, recombine. before one's eyes ; where the out- 
lines melt into one another, emerge, and are again lost, in the kaleidoscopic 
movement of the dance. Here we need tease ourselves with no philosophies, 
need endeavour to read none of the riddles of existence ; may indeed give 
thanks to be spared for one hour the imbecility of human speech. Afler the 
tedium of the theatre, where we are called on to interest ourselves in the 
improbable fortunes of uninteresting people, how welcome is the relief of a 
spectacle which professes to be no more than merely beautiful ; which gives 
us, in accomplished dancing, the most beautiful sight that we can see ; which 
provides, in short, the one escape into fairy-land which is permitted by that 
tyranny of the real which is the worst tyranny of modern life. 

And then there is another reason why one can see a ballet fifty times, a 
reason which is not in the least an aesthetic one, but on the contrary very 
human. I once took a well-known writer, who is one of the most remarkable 
women of our time, to see a ballet. She had never seen one, and I was 
delighted with her intense absorption in what was passing before her eyes. At 
last I said something about the beauty of a certain line of dancers, some eflTect 
of colour and order. She turned on me a half-laughing face : " But it is the 
people I am looking at," she said, " not the artistic eflTect ! " Since then I have 
had the courage to admit that with me too it is the people, and not only the 
artistic eflTect, that I like to look at 

Arthur Symons. 




EASTERN DANCERS 

I YES ravished with rapture, celestially panting, what pas- 
sionate spirits aflaming with fire 
Drink deep of the hush of the hyacinth heavens that 

glimmer around them in fountains of light? 
O wild and entrancing the strain of keen music that cleaveth 
the stars like a wail of desire, 
And beautiful dancers with Houri-like faces bewitch the voluptuous watches 
of Night. 

The scents of red roses and sandalwood flutter and die in the maze of their 

gem-tangled hair. 
And smiles are entwining like magical serpents the poppies of lips that are 

opiate-sweet, 
Their glittering garments of purple are burning like tremulous dawns in the 

quivering air, 
And exquisite, subtle and slow are the tinkle and tread of their rhythmical 

slumber-sofl feet. 

N ow silent, now singing and swaying and swinging, like blossoms that bend 

to the breezes or showers. 
Now wantonly winding, they flash, now they falter, and lingering languish in 

radiant choir. 
Their jewel-bright arms and warm, wavering, lily-long fingers enchant thro* 

the summer-swifl hours. 
Eyes ravished with rapture, celestially panting, their passionate spirits 

aflaming with fire. 

Sarojini ChattopAdhyAy. 




A LITERARY CAUSERIE 

ON EDMOND DE GONCOURT 

||Y first visit to Edmond de Goncourt was in May, 1892. I 
remember my immense curiosity about that " House Beau- 
tiful," at Auteuil, of which I had heard so much, and my 
excitement as I rang the bell, and was shown at once into 
the garden, where Goncourt was just saying good-bye to 
some friends. He was carelessly dressed, without a collar, 
and with the usual loosely-knotted large white scarf rolled round his neck. He 
was wearing a straw hat, and it was only afterwards that I could see the fine 
sweep of the white hair, falling across the forehead. I thought him the most 
distinguished-looking man of letters I had ever seen ; for he had at once the 
distinction of race, of fine breeding, and of that delicate artistic genius which, 
with him, was so intimately a part of things beautiful and distinguished. He 
had the eyes of an old eagle ; a general air of dignified collectedness ; a rare, 
and a rarely charming, smile, which came out, like a ray of sunshine, in the 
instinctive pleasure of having said a witty or graceful thing to which one's 
response had been immediate. When he took me indoors, into that house 
which was a museum, I noticed the delicacy of his hands, and the tenderness 
with which he handled his treasures, touching them as if he loved them, with 
little, unconscious murmurs : " Quel goQt ; quel goflt ! " These rose-coloured 
rooms, with their embroidered ceilings, were filled with cabinets of beautiful 
things, Japanese carvings, and prints (the miraculous " Flongeuses" !), always 
in perfect condition (" Je cherche le beau ") ; albums had been made for him 
in Japan, and in these he inserted prints, mounting others upon silver and 
gold paper, which formed a sort of frame. He showed me his eighteenth 
century designs, among which I remember his pointing out one (a Chardin, I 
think) as the first he had ever bought ; he had been sixteen at the time, and 
he bought it for twelve francs. 

When we came to the study, the room in which he worked, he showed me 
all his own first editions, carefully bound, and first editions of Flaubert, 



86 THE SAVOY 

Baudelaire, Gautier, with those, less interesting to me, of the men of later 
generations. He spoke of himself and his brother with a seiene pride, which 
seemed to me perfectly dignified and appropriate ; and I remember his speak- 
ing (with a parenthetic disdain of the " brouillard scandinave,** in idiich it 
seemed to him that France was trying to envelop herself; at the best it would 
be but ^ un mauvais brouillard ") of the endeavour which he and his brother 
had made to represent the only thing worth representing, * la vie v^cue, la 
vraie verit^'' As in painting, he said, all depends on the way of seeing, 
^ Toptique ** : out of twenty-four men who will describe what they have all seen, 
it is only the twenty-fourth who will find the ri^t way of expressing it. 
** There is a true thing I have said in my journal," he went on. ** The thing is, 
to find a lorgnette " (and he put up his hands to his eyes, adjusting them care- 
fully), " through which to see things. My brother and I invented a lo r gnette, 
and the young men have taken it from us." 

How true that is, and how significantly it states just what is most essen- 
tial in the work of the Goncourts ! It is a new way of seeing, literally a new 
way of seeing, which they have invented ; and it is in the invention of this that 
they have invented that *' new language " of which purists have so long, so 
vainly, and so thanklessly, complained. You remember that saying of Masson, 
the mask of Gautier, in " Charles Demailly " : **I am a man for whom the 
visible world exists." Well, that is true, also, of the Goncourts; but in a 
different way. As I once wrote, and I cannot improve upon what I said then : 
'* The Goncourts' vision of reality might almost be called an exaggerated sense 
of the truth of things ; such a sense as diseased nerves inflict upon one, sharpen- 
ing the acutcncss of every sensation ; or somewhat such a sense as one derives 
from haschisch, which simply intensifies, yet in a veiled and frag^rant way, 
the charm or the disagreeableness of outward things, the notion of time, 
the notion of space. Compare the descriptions, which form so large a 
part of their work, with those of Th^ophile Gautier, who may reasonably be 
said to have introduced the practice of eloquent writing about places, and also 
the exact description of them. Gautier describes miraculously, but it is, after 
all, the ordinary observation carried to perfection, or, rather, the ordinary 
pictorial observation. The Goncourts only tell you the things that Gautier 
leaves out ; they find new, fantastic, points of view, discover secrets in things, 
curiosities of beauty, often acute, distressing, in the aspects of quite ordinary 
places. They see things as an artist, an ultra-subtle artist of the impressionist 
kind, might see them ; seeing them, indeed, always very consciously, with a 
deliberate attempt upon them, in just that partial, selecting, creative way in 
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which an artist looks at things for the purpose of painting a picture. In order 
to arrive at their effects, they shrink from no sacrifice, from no excess ; slang, 
neologism, archaism, forced construction, barbarous epithet, nothing comes 
amiss to them, so long as it tends to render a sensation. Their unique care is 
that the phrase should live, should palpitate, should be alert, exactly ex- 
pressive, super-subtle in expression ; and they prefer indeed a certain per- 
versity in their relations with language, which they would have not merely a 
passionate and sensuous thing, but complex with all the curiosities of a 
delicately depraved instinct," 

" The delicacies of fine literature," that phrase of Pater always comes into 
my mind when I think of the Goncourts ; and indeed Pater seems to me the 
only English writer who has ever handled language at all in their manner or 
spirit I frequently heard Pater refer to certain of their books, to " Madame 
Gervaisais," to "UArt du XVI IP Siecle," to "Ch^rie" ; with a passing objection 
to what he called the " immodesty " of this last book, and a strong emphasis 
in the assertion that "that was how it seemed to him a book should be written." 
I repeated this once to Goncourt, trying to give him some idea of what Pater's 
work was like ; and he lamented that his ignorance of English prevented him 
from what he instinctively realized would be so intimate an enjoyment Pater 
was of course far more scrupulous, more limited, in his choice of epithet, less 
feverish in his variations of cadence ; and naturally so, for he dealt with another 
subject-matter and was careful of another kind of truth. But with both there 
was that passionately intent pre-occupation with "the delicacies of fine 
literature " ; both achieved a style of the most personal sincerity : " tout grand 
^crivain de tout les temps," said Goncourt, " ne se reconnait absolument qu*i 
cela, c'est qu'il a une langue personnelle, une langue dont chaque page, chaque 
ligne, est sign^e, pour le lecteur lettr^, comme si son nom ^tait au bas de 
cette page, de cette ligne": and this style, in both, was accused, by the 
" literary " criticism of its generation, of being insincere, artificial, and therefore 
reprehensible. 

I have no intention, now, of discussing the place of the Goncourts 
in literature, or of analyzing the various characteristics of their work. That I 
shall hope to do some other time, in a more elaborate study than I can write 
just at present. Let me state only my own conviction, that their work is more 
worthy of the attention of those who care, not merely for the " delicacies," but 
for all the subtler qualities, of fine literature, than that of any contemporary 
writer of French prose. 

Arthur Symons. 
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THE IDIOTS 

I E were driving along the road from Treguier to Kervanda. 

We passed at a smart trot between the hedges topping 

an earth waH on each side of the road ; then at the foot of 

the steep ascent before Ploumar the horse dropped into 

a walk, and the driver jumped down heavily from the box. 

He flicked his whip and climbed the incline, stepping 

clumsily uphill by the side of the carriage, one hand on the footboard, his eyes 

on the ground. After a while he lifted his head, pointed up the road with the 

end of the whip, and said — 

" The idiot ! " 

The sun was shining violently upon the undulatii^ surface of the land. 
The rises were topped by clumps of meagre trees, with their branches showing 
high on the sky as if they had been perched upon stilts. The small fields, cut 
up by hedges and stone walls that zigzagged over the slopes, lay in rectangular 
patches of vivid greens and yellows, resembling the unskilful daubs of a naive 
picture. And the landscape was divided in two by the white streak of a road 
stretching in long loops far away, like a river of dust crawling out of the hills on 
its way to the sea. 

" Here he is," said the driver, again. 

In the long grass bordering the road a face glided past the carriage at the 
level of the wheels as we drove slowly by. The imbecile face was red, and the 
bullet head with close-cropped hair seemed to lie alone, its chin in the dust 
The body was lost in the bushes growing thick along the bottom of the deep 
ditch. 

It was a boy's fact He might have been sixteen, judging from the size — 
perhaps less, perhaps more. Such creatures are forgotten by time, and live 
untouched by years till death gathers them up into its compassionate bosom : 
the faithful death that never forgets in the press of work the most insignificant 
of its children. 

" Ah ! There's another," said the man, with a certain satisfaction in 
his tone, as if he had cai^ht s^ht of something expected. 
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There was another. That one stood nearly in the middle of the road in 
the blaze of sunshine at the end of his own short shadow. And he stood with 
hands pushed into the opposite sleeves of his long coat, his head sunk between 
the shoulders, all hunched up in the flood of heat From a distance he had the 
aspect of one suffering from intense cold. 

" Those are twins," explained the driver. 

The idiot shuffled two paces out of the way and looked at us over his 
shoulder when we brushed past him. The glance was unseeing and staring, a 
fascinated glance ; but he did not turn to look after us. Probably the image 
passed before the eyes without leaving any trace on the misshapen brain of the 
creature. When we had topped the ascent I looked over the hood. He stood 
in the road just where we had left him. 

The driver clambered into his seat, clicked his tongue, and we went down 
hill. The brake squeaked horribly from time to time. At the foot he eased 
off the noisy mechanism and said, turning half round on his box : 

" W'e shall see some more of them by-and-by." 

" More idiots ? How many of them are there, then ? " I asked. 

" There 's four of them — children of a farmer near Ploumar here. . . . The 
parents are dead now," he added, after a while. "The grandmother lives 
on the farm. In the daytime they knock about on this road, and they come 
home at dusk along with the cattle. . . . It's a good farm." 

We saw the other two : a boy and a girl, as the driver said. They were 
dressed exactly alike, in shapeless garments with petticoat-like skirts. The 
imperfect thing that lived within them moved those beings to howl at us from 
the top of the bank, where they sprawled amongst the tough stalks of furze. 
Their cropped black heads stuck out from the bright yellow wall of countless 
small blossoms. The faces were purple with the strain of yelling ; the voices 
sounded blank and cracked like a mechanical imitation of old people's voices ; 
and suddenly ceased when we turned into a lane. 

I saw them many times in my wanderings about the country. They lived 
on that road, drifting along its length here and there, according to the inexplic- 
able impulses of their monstrous darkness. They were an offence to the sun- 
shine, a reproach to empty heaven, a blight on the concentrated and purposeful 
vigour of the wild landscape. In time the story of their parents shaped itself 
before me out of the listless answers to my questions, out of the indifferent 
words heard in wayside inns or on the very road those idiots haunted. Some 
of it was told by an emaciated and sceptical old fellow with a tremendous whip, 
while we trudged together over the sands by the side of a two-wheeled cart 
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loaded with dripping seaweed. Then at other times other people confirmed 
and completed the story : till it stood at last before me, a tale formidable and 
simple, as they always are, those disclosures of obscure trials endured by 
ignorant hearts. 

When he returned from his military service Jean Pierre Bacadou found the 
old people very much aged. He remarked with pain that the work of the 
farm was not satisfactorily done. The father had not the energy of old days. 
The hands did not feel over them the eye of the master. Jean-Pierre noted 
with sorrow that the heap of manure in the courtyard before the only entrance 
to the house was not so large as it should have been. The fences were out of 
repair, and the cattle suffered from neglect. At home the mother was practi- 
cally bedridden, and the girls chattered loudly in the big kitchen, unrebuked, 
from morning to night. He said to himself : '* We must change all this." 
He talked the matter over with his father one evening when the rays of the 
setting sun entering the yard between the outhouses ruled theheavy shadowswith 
luminous streaks. Over the manure heap floated a mist, opal-tinted and odorous, 
and the marauding hens would stop in their scratching to examine with 
a sudden glance of their round eye the two men, both lean and tall, talking 
together in hoarse tones. The old man, all twisted with rheumatism and bowed 
with years of work, the younger bony and straight, spoke without gestures in 
the indifferent manner of peasants, grave and slow. But before the sun had set 
the father had submitted to the sensible arguments of the son. " It is not for 
me that I am speaking," insisted Jean-Pierre. " It is for the land. It's a pity 
to see it badly used. I am not impatient for myself.'* The old fellow nodded 
over his stick. " I dare say ; I dare say," he muttered. " You may be right. 
Do what you like. It's the mother that will be pleased." 

The mother was pleased with her daughter-in-law. Jean-Pierre brought 
the two-wheeled spring-cart with a rush into the yard. The grey horse 
galloped clumsily, and the bride and bridegroom, sitting side by side, were 
jerked backwards and forwards by the up and down motion of the shafts, in a 
manner regular and brusque. On the road the distanced wedding guests 
straggled in pairs and groups. The men advanced with heavy steps, swinging 
their idle arms. They were clad in town clothes : jackets cut with clumsy 
smartness, hard black hats, immense boots, polished highly. Their women all 
in simple black, with white caps and shawls of faded tints folded triangularly 
on the back, strolled lightly by their side. In front the violin sang a strident 
tune, and the biniou snored and hummed, while the player capered solemnly, 
lifting high his heavy clogs. The sombre procession drifted in and out of the 
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txutow buies^ tluuugh miiwliiiic and tluuugh ilmir, betvocn nfkh and hodgC"- 
nnrsy scaring ths Istde birds that darted a»ay in tic^^ Intlie 

yard of Bacadop's £tfm the dark ribbon wound itsdf op into a mass of men 
and women pndiing at the door with cries and gieciiugs . The weddii^ 
dinner was remembered for months^ It was a ^ Je ndid fieast in the ordiard. 
Fanners of considerable means and excellent repute were to be ibond sleeping 



in ditches, all along the road to Tregnier, even as late as the afternoon of the 
next day. All the coontrysidepartidpatBd in the happiness of Jean-Pierre. He 
remained sober, and, together widi his quiet wife, kqit out of the way, letting 
father and mother reap dieir due of honour and thanks. But the next day he 
took hold strongly, and the old folks felt a shadow — precursor of the grave — 
fall upon them finally. The world is to the )foung. 

When the twins were bom there was plenty of room in the house, for the 
mother of Jean-Pierre had gone away to dwell under a heavy stone in the 
cemetery of Ploumar. On that day, for the first time since his son's marriage, 
the elder Bacadou, n^lected by the cackling lot of strange women who 
thronged the kitchen, left in the morning his seat under die mantel of die fire- 
place, and went into the empty cow-house, shaking his white locks dismally. 
Grandsons were all very well, but he wanted his soup at midday. When 
ffhown the babies, he stared at them with a fixed gaze, and muttered some- 
thing like: ^It's too much." Whether he meant too much happiness, or 
simply commented upon the number of his descendants, it is impossible to 
»ay. He looked offended — as far as his old wooden face could express any- 
thing ; and for days afterwards could be seen, almost any time of the day, 
sitting at the gate, with his nose over his knees, a pipe between his gums, and 
gathered up into a kind of raging concentrated sulkiness. Once he spoke to 
his son, alluding to the newcomers with a groan : " They will quarrel over the 
land." " Don't bother about that, father," answered Jean-Pierre, stolidly, and 
passed, bent double, towing a recalcitrant cow over his shoulder. 

He was happy, and so was Susan, his wife It was not an ethereal joy 
welcoming new souls to struggle, perchance to victory. In fourteen years 
both boys would be a help ; and, later on, Jean-Pierre pictured two big sons 
striding over the land from patch to patch, wringing tribute from the earth 
beloved and fruitful. Susan was happy too, for she did not want to be spoken 
of as the unfortunate woman, and now she had children no one could call her 
that. Both herself and her husband had seen something of the larger world 
— he during the time of his service ; while she had spent a year or so in Paris 
with a Breton family ; but had been too home-sick to remain longer away 
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from the hilly and green country, set in a barren circle of rocks and sands, 
where she had been bom. She thought that one of the boys ought perhaps 
to be a priest, but said nothing to her husband, who was a republican, and 
hated the " crows," as he called the ministers of religion. The christening was 
a splendid affair. All the commune came to it, for the Bacadous were rich 
and influential, and, now and then, did not mind the expense. The grand- 
father had a new coat 

Some months afterwards, one evening when the kitchen had been swept, 
and the door locked, Jean-Pierre, looking at the cot, asked his wife : " What's 
the matter with those children ? " And, as if these words, spoken calmly, had 
been the portent of misfortune, she answered with a loud wail that must have 
been heard across the yard in the pig-sty ; for the pigs (the Bacadous had 
the finest pigs in the country), stirred and grunted complainingly in the night 
The husband went on grinding his bread and butter slowly, gazing at the wall, 
the soup-plate smoking under his chin. He had returned late from the market, 
where he had overheard (not for the first time) whispers behind his back. He 
revolved the words in his mind as he drove back. " Simple ! Both of them. 
. . . Never any use ! . . . Well ! May be, may be. One must see. Would ask 
his wife." This was her answer. He felt like a blow on his chest, but said 
only : " Go, draw me some cider. I am thirsty ! " 

She went out moaning, an empty jug in her hand. Then he rose, took 
up the light, and moved slowly towards the cradle. They slept He looked 
at them sideways, finished his mouthful there, went back heavily, and sat 
down before his plate. When his wife returned he never looked up, but 
swallowed a couple of spoonfuls noisily, and remarked, in a dull manner : 

" When they sleep they are like other people's children." 

She sat down suddenly on a stool near by, and shook with a silent tempest 
of sobs, unable to speak. He finished his meal, and remained idly thrown back 
in his chair, his eyes lost amongst the black rafters of the ceiling. Before him 
the tallow candle flared red and straight, sending up a slender thread of smoke. 
The light lay on the rough, sunburnt skin of his throat ; the sunk cheeks were 
like patches of darkness, and his aspect was mournfully stolid, as if he had 
ruminated with difficulty endless ideas. Then he said, deliberately : 

" We must see . . . consult people. Don't cry. . . . They won't be all like 
that . . . surely ! We must sleep now." 

After the third child, also a boy, was bom, Jean-Pierre went about his 
work with tense hopefulness. His lips seemed more narrow, more tightly 
compressed than before ; as if for fear of letting the earth he tilled hear the 
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voice of hope that murmured within his breast He watched die child, 
stepping up to the cot with a heavy clang of sabots on the stone floor, and 
glanced in, along his shoulder, with that indifference which is like a deformity 
of peasant humanity. Like the earth they master and serve, those men, slow 
of eye and speech, do not show the inner fire ; so that, at last, it becomes a 
question with them as with the earth, what there is in the core : heat, violence, 
a force mysterious and terrible — or nothing but a clod, a mass fertile and inert, 
cold and unfeeling, ready to bear a crop of plants that sustain life or give death. 

The mother watched with other eyes ; listened with otherwise expectant 
ears. Under the high hanging shelves supporting great sides of bacon over- 
head, her body was busy by the great fireplace, attentive to the pot swinging 
on iron gallows, scrubbing the long table where the field hands would sit down 
directly to their evening meal. Her mind remained by the cradle, night and 
day on the watch, to hope and suffer. That child, like the other two, never 
smiled, never stretched its hands to her, never spoke ; never had a glance of 
recognition for her in its big black eyes, which could only stare fixedly at any 
glitter, but failed hopelessly to follow the brilliance of a sun-ray slipping slowly 
along the floor. When the men were at work she spent long days between 
her three idiot children and the childish grandfather, who sat grim, angular, 
and immovable, with his feet near the warm ashes of the fire. The feeble old 
fellow seemed to suspect that there was something wrong with his grandsons. 
Only once, moved either by affection or by the sense of proprieties, he attempted 
to nurse the youngest. He took the boy up from the floor, clicked his tongue 
at him, and essayed a shaky gallop of his bony knees. Then he looked closely 
with his misty eyes at the child's face and deposited him down gently on the 
floor again. And he sat, his lean shanks crossed, nodding at the steam 
escaping from the cooking-pot with a gaze senile and worried. 

Then mute affliction dwelt in Bacadou's farmhouse, sharing tlie breath 
and the bread of its inhabitants ; and the priest of the Ploumar parish had 
f^reat cause for congratulation. He called upon the rich landowner, the Marquis 
do Chavancs, on purpose to deliver himself with joyful unction of solemn 
platitudes about the inscrutable ways of Providence. In the vast dimness of 
the curtained drawing-room, the little man, resembling a black bolster, leaned 
towards a couch, his hat on his knees, and gesticulated with a fat hand at the 
elongated, gracefully-flowing lines of the clear Parisian toilette from within 
which the half-amused, half-bored marquise listened with gracious languor. 
He was exulting and humble, proud and awed. The impossible had come to 
pass. Jean-Pierre Bacadou, the enraged republican farmer, had been to mass 
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last Sunday — had proposed to entertain the visiting priests at the next festival 
of Ploumar! It was a triumph for the Church and for the good cause. "I 
thought I would come at once to tell Monsieur le Marquis. I know how 
anxious he is for the welfare of our country," declared the priest, wiping his 
face. He was asked to stay to dinner. 

The Chavanes returning that evening, after seeing their guest to the main 
gate of the park, discussed the matter while they strolled in the moonlight, 
trailing their elongated shadows up the straight avenue of chestnuts. The 
marquis, a royalist of course, had been mayor of the commune that includes 
Ploumar, the scattered hamlets of the coast, and the stony islands that fringe the 
yellow flatness of the sands. He had felt his position insecure, for there was a 
strong republican element in that part of the country; but now the conversion 
of Jean-Pierre made him safe. He was very pleased. "You have no idea how 
influential those people are," he explained to his wife. " Now, I am sure, the 
next communal election will go all right. I shall be re-elected." " Your 
ambition is perfectly insatiable, Charles," exclaimed the marquise, gaily. " But, 
ma chfere amie," argued the husband, seriously, " it 's most important that the 
right man should be mayor this year, because of the elections to the Chamber. 
If you think it amuses me . . . ." 

Jean-Pierre had surrendered to his wife's mother. Madame Levaille was 
a woman of business known and respected within a radius of at least flfteen 
miles. Thickset and stout, she was seen about the country, on foot or in an 
acquaintance's cart, perpetually moving, in spite of her fifty-eight years, in 
steady pursuit of business. She had houses in all the hamlets, she worked 
quarries of granite, she freighted coasters with stone — even traded with the 
Channel Islands. She was broad-cheeked, wide-eyed, persuasive in speech : 
carrying her point with the placid and invincible obstinacy of an old woman 
who knows her own mind. She very seldom slept for two nights together in the 
same house ; and the wayside inns were the best places to inquire in as to her 
whereabouts. She had either passed, or was expected to pass there at six ; or 
somebody, coming in, had seen her in the morning, or expected to meet 
her that evening. After the inns that command the roads, the churches were 
the buildings she frequented most Men of liberal opinions would induce small 
children to run into sacred edifices to see whether Madame Levaille was there, 
and to tell her that so-and-so was in the road waiting to speak to her — about 
potatoes, or flour, or stones, or houses ; and she would curtail her devotions, 
come out blinking and crossing herself into the sunshine ; ready to discuss 
business matters in a calm sensible way across a table in the kitchen of the 
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inn opposite. Latterly she had stayed for a few dajrs several times widi her 
son-in-law ; arguing against sorrow and misfortune widi composed face and 
gentle tones. Jean-Pierre felt the convictions imbibed in the regiment torn 
out of his breast — ^not by arguments, but by facts. Striding over his fields he 
thought it over. There were three of them. Three! All alike! Why? 
Such things did not happen to everybody — to nobody he ever heard of One 
yet — it might pass. But three ! All three. For ever useless, to be fed while 
he lived and .... What would become of the land when he died? This 
must be seen to. He would sacrifice his convictions. One day he told 
his wife : 

** See what your God will do for us. Pay for some masses." 

Susan embraced her man. He stood unbending, then turned on his heels 
and went out But afterwards when a black soutane darkened his doorway 
he did not object ; even offered some cider himself to the priest He listened 
to the talk meekly ; went to mass between the two women ; accomplished what 
the priest called ** his religious duties " at Easter. That morning he felt like a 
man who had sold his soul. In the afternoon he fought ferociously with 
an old Friend and neighbour who had remarked that the priests had the best 
of it and were going now to eat the priest-eater. He came home dishevelled 
and bleeding, and happening to catch sight of his children (they were kept 
j^cncrally out of the way), cursed and swore incoherently, banging the table. 
Susan wept. Madame Levaille sat serenely unmoved. She assured her 
clau^^htcr that " It will pass ; " and taking up her thick umbrella, departed 
ill haste to see after a schooner she was going to load with granite from 
her quarry. 

A year or so afterwards the girl was bom. A girl I Jean-Pierre heard of 
it in the fields, and was so upset by the news that he sat down on the boundary 
wall and remained there till the evening, instead of going home as he was 
ur^cd to do, A girl ! He felt half cheated. However, when he got home he 
was partly reconciled to his fate. One could marry her to a good fellow — not 
a good for nothing, but to a fellow with some understanding and a good pair 
of arms. Besides, the next may be a boy, he thought Of course they would 
be all right His new credulity knew of no doubt The ill luck was broken. 
He spoke cheerily to his wife. She was also hopeful. Three priests came to 
that christening, and Madame Levaille was godmother. The child turned out 
an idiot too. 

Then on market days Jean-Pierre was seen bargaining bitterly, quarrel- 
some and greedy ; then getting drunk with taciturn earnestness ; then driving 
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home in the dusk at a rate fit for a wedding, but with a face glcx)my enough 
for a funeral. Sometimes he would insist for his wife to come with him ; and 
they would drive in the early morning, shaking side by side on the narrow seat 
above the helpless pig, that, with tied legs, grunted a melancholy sigh at every 
rut. The morning drives were silent ; but in the evening, coming home, Jean- 
Pierre, tipsy, was viciously muttering, and growled at the confounded woman 
who could not rear children that were like anybody else*s. Susan, holding on 
against the erratic swayings of the cart, pretended not to hear. Once, as they 
were driving through Ploumar, some obscure and drunken impulse caused him 
to pull up sharply opposite the church. The moon swam amongst light white 
clouds. The tombstones gleamed pale under the fretted shadows of the trees 
in the churchyard. Even the village dogs slept. Only the nightingales, 
awake, spun out the thrill of their song above the silence of graves. Jean- 
Pierre said thickly to his wife : 

" What do you think is there ? " 

He pointed his whip at the tower — in which the big dial of the clock 
appeared high in the moonlight like a pallid face without eyes — and getting 
out carefully, fell down at once by the wheel. He picked himself up and 
climbed one by one the few steps to the iron gate of the churchyard. He put 
his face to the bars and called out indistinctly : 

"Hey there! Come out!" 

" Jean ! Return ! Return ! " entreated his wife in low tones. 

He took no notice, and seemed to wait there. The song of nightingales 
beat on all sides against the high walls of the church, and flowed back 
between stone crosses and flat grey slabs, engraved with words of hope and 
sorrow. 

" Hey ! Come out ! " shouted Jean-Pierre loudly. 

The nightingales ceased to sing. 

"Nobody?" went on Jean-Pierre. "Nobody there. A swindle of 
the crows. That's what this is. Nobody anywhere. I despise it. AUez! 
Houp ! " 

He shook the gate with all his strength, and the iron bars rattled with 
a frightful clanging, like a chain dragged over stone steps. A dog near-by 
barked hurriedly. Jean-Pierre staggered back, and after three successive 
dashes got into his cart Susan sat very quiet and still. He said to her with 
drunken severity : 

" See ? Nobody. I've been made a fool ! Malheur I Somebody will pay 
for it The next one I see near the house I will lay my whip on ... on the 
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black spine ... I will I don't want him in there ... he only helps the 
carrion crows to rob poor folk. I am a man. . . . We will see if I can't have 
children like anybody else . . . now you mind. . . . They won't be all ... all 

She burst out through the fingers that hid her face : 

" Don't say that, Jean ; don't say that, my man ! " 

He struck her a swinging blow on the head with the back of his hand and 
knocked her into the bottom of the cart, where she crouched, thrown about 
lamentably by every jolt He drove furiously, standing up, brandishing his 
whip, shaking the reins over the grey horse that gallopped ponderously, making 
the heavy harness leap upon his broad quarters. The country rang clamorous 
in the night with the irritated barking of farm dogs, that followed the rattle of 
wheels all along the road. A couple of belated wayfarers had only just time to 
step into the ditch. At his own gate he caught the post and was shot out of 
the cart head first. The horse went on slowly to the door. At Susan's 
piercing cries the farm hands rushed out She thought him dead, but he was 
only sleeping where he fell, and cursed his men who hastened to him for dis- 
turbing his slumbers. 

Autumn came. The clouded sky descended low upon the black con- 
tours of the hills ; and the dead leaves danced in spiral whirls under naked 
trees till the wind, sighing profoundly, laid them to rest in the hollows of bare 
valleys. And from morning till night one could see all over the land black 
denuded boughs, the boughs gnarled and twisted, as if contorted with pain, 
swaying sadly between the wet clouds and the soaked earth. The clear and 
gentle streams of summer days rushed discoloured and raging at the stones 
that barred the way to the sea, with the fury of madness bent upon suicide. 
From horizon to horizon the great road to the sands lay between the hills 
in a dull glitter of empty curves, resembling an unnavigable river of mud. 

Jean-Pierre went from field to field, moving blurred and tall in the drizzle, 
or striding on the crests of rises, lonely and high upon the grey curtain of 
drifting clouds, as if he had been pacing along the very edge of the universe. 
He looked at the black earth, at the earth mute and promising, at the 
mysterious earth doing its work of life in death-like stillness under the veiled 
sorrow of the sky. And it seemed to him that to a man worse than childless 
there was no promise in the fertility of fields, that from him the earth escaped, 
defied him, frowned at him like the clouds, sombre and hurried above his head. 
Having to face alone his own fields, he felt the inferiority of man who passes 
away before the clod that remains. Must he give up the hope of having by 
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his side a son who would look at the tumed-up sods with a master's eye ? A 
man that would think as he thought, that would feel as he felt ; a man who 
would be part of himself, and yet remain to trample masterfully on that earth 
when he was gone ! He thought of some distant relations, and felt savage 
enough to curse them aloud. They ! Never I He turned homewards, going 
straight at the roof of his dwelling visible between the enlaced skeletons of 
trees. As he swung his l^s over the stile a cawing flock of birds settled 
slowly on the field ; dropped down, behind his back, noiseless and fluttering, 
like flakes of soot 

That day Madame Levaille had gone early in the afternoon to the house 
she had near Kervanion. She had to pay some of the men who worked in 
her granite quarry there, and she went in good time because her little house 
contained a shop where the workmen could spend their wages without the 
trouble of going to town. The house stood alone amongst rocks. A lane of 
mud and stones ended at the door. The sea-winds coming ashore on Stone- 
cutter's point, fresh from the fierce turmoil of the waves, howled violently at 
the unmoved heaps of black boulders holding up steadily short-armed, high 
crosses against the tremendous rush of the invisible. In the sweep of gales 
the sheltered dwelling stood in a calm resonant and disquieting, like the 
calm in the centre of a hurricane. On stormy nights, when the tide was out, 
the bay of Foug^re, fifty feet below the house, resembled an immense black 
pit, from which ascended mutterings and sighs as if the sands down there had 
been alive and complaining. At high tide the returning water assaulted the 
ledges of rock in short rushes, ending in bursts of livid light and columns of 
spray, that flew inland, stinging to death the grass of pastures. 

The darkness came from the hills, flowed over the coast, put out the red 
fires of sunset, and went on to seaward pursuing the retiring tide. The wind 
dropped with the sun, leaving a maddened sea and a devastated sky. The 
heavens above the house seemed to be draped in black rags, held up here and 
there by pins of fire. Madame Levaille, for this evening the servant of her 
own workmen, tried to induce them to depart. " An old woman like me 
ought to be in bed at this late hour," she good-humouredly repeated. The 
quarrymen drank, asked for more. They shouted over the table as if they 
had been talking across a field. At one end four of them played cards, bang- 
ing the wood with their hard knuckles, and swearing at every lead. One sat 
with a lost gaze, humming a bar of some song, which he repeated endlessly. 
Two others, in a comer, were quarrelling confidentially and fiercely over some 
woman, looking close into one another's eyes as if they had wanted to tear 
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them out, but speaking in whispers that promised violence and murder dis- 
creetly, in a venomous sibillation of subdued words. The atmosphere in there 
was thick enough to slice with a knife. Three candles burning about the long 
room glowed red and dull like sparks expiring in ashes. 

The slight click of the iron latch was at that late hour as unexpected and 
startling as a thunder-clap. Madame Levaille put down a bottle she held 
above a liqueur glass ; the players turned their heads ; the whispered quarrel 
ceased ; only the singer, after darting a glance at the door, went on humming 
with a stolid face. Susan appeared in the doorway, stepped in, flung the door 
to, and put her back against it, saying, half aloud : 

" Mother ! " 

Madame Levaille, taking up the bottle again, said calmly : " Here you are, 
iny girl. What a state you are in ! " The neck of the bottle rang on the rim 
of the glass, for the old woman was startled, and the idea that the farm had 
caught fire had entered her head. She could think of no other cause for her 
daughter's appearance. 

Susan, soaked and muddy, stared the whole length of the room towards 
the men at the far end. Her mother asked : 

" What has happened ? God guard us from misfortune ! '* 

Susan moved her lips. No sound came. Madame Levaille stepped up to 
her daughter, took her by the arm, looked into her face. 

** In God's name," she said shakily, " what's the matter ? You have been 
rolling in mud. . . . Why did you come ? . . . Where's Jean ? " 

The men had all got up and approached slowly, staring with dull sur- 
prise. Madame Levaille jerked her daughter away from the door, swung her 
round upon a seat close to the wall. Then she turned fiercely to the men : 

" Enough of this ! Out you go — ^you others ! I close." 

One of them observed, looking down at Susan collapsed on the seat : 
" She is — one may say — half dead." 

Madame Levaille flung the door open. 

" Get out ! March ! " she cried, shaking nervously. 

They dropped out into the night, laughing stupidly. Outside, the two 
Lotharios broke out into loud shouts. The others tried to soothe them, all 
Ulking at once. The noise went away up the lane with the men, who 
staggered together in a tight knot, remonstrating with one another foolishly. 

" Speak, Susan. What is it ? Speak ! " entreated Madame Levaille, as 
soon as the door was shut 

Susan pronounced some incomprehensible words, glaring at the table. 
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The old woman clapped her hands above her head, let them drop, and stood 
looking at her daughter with disconsolate eyes. Her husband had been 
" deranged in his head " for a few years before he died, and now she b^an to 
suspect her daughter was going mad. She asked, pressingly : 

" Does Jean know where you are ? Where is Jean ? " 

Susan pronounced with difficulty : 

" He knows ... he is dead." 

" What ! " cried the old woman. She came up near, and peering at her 
daughter, repeated three times : " What do you say ? What do yo\x say ? 
What do you say ? " 

Susan sat dry-eyed and stony before Madame Levaille, who contemplated 
her, feeling a strange sense of inexplicable horror creep into the silence of the 
house. She had hardly realized the news, further than to understand that she 
had been brought in one short moment face to face with something unexpected 
and final. It did not even occur to her to ask for any explanation. She 
thought : accident — terrible accident — blood to the head — fell down a trap 

door in the loft She remained there, distracted and mute, blinking her 

old eyes. 

Suddenly, Susan said : 

" I have killed him." 

For a moment the mother stood still, almost unbreathing, but with com- 
posed face. The next second, she burst out into a shout : 

" You miserable madwoman . . . they will cut your neck . . . ," 

She fancied the gendarmes entering the house, saying to her : " We want 
your daughter ; give her up : " the gendarmes with the severe, hard faces of 
men on duty. She knew the brigadier well — an old friend, familiar and 
respectful, saying heartily, " To your good health, madame ! " oefore lifting to 
his lips the small glass of cognac — out of the special bottle she kept for friends. 
And now ! . . . . She was losing her head. She rushed here and there, as if 
looking for something urgently needed — gave that up, stood stock still in the 
middle of the room, and screamed at her daughter : 

"Why? Say! Say! Why?" 

The other seemed to leap out of her strange apathy. 

" Do you think I am made of stone ? " she shouted back, striding towards 
her mother. 

" No ! It *s impossible " said Madame Levaille, in a convinced 

tone. 

" You go and see, mother," retorted Susan, looking at her with blazing 
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eyes. " There 's no mercy in heaven — no justice. No ! .... I did not know 
.... Do you think I have no heart ? Do you think I have never heard people 
jeering at me, pitying me, wondering at me ? Do you know how some of them 
were calling me ? The mother of idiots — ^that was my nickname ! And my 
children never would know me, never speak to me. They would know 
nothing ; neither men — nor God. Haven't I prayed ! But the Mother of God 
herself would not hear me. A mother ! . . . . Who is accursed — I, or the man 
who is dead ? Eh ? Tell me. I took care of myself. Do you think I would 
defy the anger of God and have my house full of those things — that are worse 
than animals who know the hand that feeds them ? Who blasphemed in the 
night at the very church door ? Was it I ? .... I only wept and prayed for 
mercy .... and I feel the curse at every moment of the day — I see it round 
me from morning to night . . . I've got to keep them alive — to take care of 
my misfortune and shame. And he would come. I begged him and Heaven 
for mercy. . . . No ! . . . Then we shall see. ... He came this evening. I 
thought to myself: * Ah ! again ! ' . . . I had my long scissors. I heard him 
shouting. ... I saw him near. ... I must — must I ? . . . Then take ! . . . 
And I struck him in the throat above the breast-bone. ... I never heard him 
even sigh. ... I left him standing. ... It was a minute ago. . . . How did 
I come here ? " 

Madame Levaille shivered. A wave of cold ran down her back, down her 
fat arms under her tight sleeves, made her stamp gently where she stood. 
Quivers ran over the broad cheeks, across the thin lips, ran amongst the wrinkles 
at the comers of her steady old eyes. She stammered : 

" You wicked woman — ^you disgrace me. But there ! You always re- 
sembled your father. What do you think will become of you ... in the other 
world ? In this . . . Oh misery ! " 

She was very hot now. She felt burning inside. She wrung her per- 
spiring hands — and suddenly, starting in great haste, began to look for her big 
shawl and umbrella, feverishly, never once glancing at her daughter, who stood 
in the middle of the room following her with a gaze distracted and cold. 

" Nothing worse than in this," said Susan. 

Her mother, umbrella in hand and trailing the shawl over the floor, 
groaned profoundly. 

" I must go to the priest," she burst out passionately. " I do not know 
whether you even speak the truth ! You are a horrible woman. They will 
find you anywhere. You may stay here — or go. There is no room for you in 
this world." 
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Ready now to depart, she yet wandered aimlessly about the room, putting 
the bottles on the shelf, trying to fit with trembling hands the covers on card- 
board boxes. Whenever the real sense of what she had heard emerged for a 
second from the haze of her thoughts she would fancy that something had 
exploded in her brain without, unfortunately, bursting her head to pieces — 
which would have been a relief She blew the candles out one by one without 
knowing it, and was horribly startled by the darkness. She fell on a bench 
and began to whimper. After a while she ceased, and sat listening to the 
breathing of her daughter, whom she could hardly see, still and upright, giving 
no other sign of life. She was becoming old rapidly at last, during those 
minutes. She spoke in tones unsteady, cut about by the rattle of teeth, like 
one shaken by a deadly cold fit of ague. 

" I wish you had died little. I will never dare to show my old head in the 
sunshine again. There are worse misfortunes than idiot children. I wish you 
had been bom to me simple — like your own. . . ." 

She saw the figure of her daughter pass before the faint and livid clearness 
of a window. Then it appeared in the doorway for a second, and the door 
swung to with a clang. Madame Levaille, as if awakened by the noise from a 
long nightmare, rushed out. 

" Susan ! " she shouted from the doorstep. 

She heard a stone roll a long time down the declivity of the rocky beach 
above the sands. She stepped forward cautiously, one hand on the wall of the 
house, and peered down into the smooth darkness of the empty bay. Once 
again she cried : 

" Susan ! You will kill yourself there." 

The stone had taken its last leap in the dark, and she heard nothing now. 
A sudden thought seemed to strangle her, and she called no more. She turned 
her back upon the black silence of the pit and went up the lane towards 
Ploumar, stumbling along with sombre determination, as if she had started on 
a desperate journey that would last, perhaps, to the end of her life. A sullen 
and periodic clamour of waves rolling over reefs followed her far inland between 
the high hedges sheltering the gloomy solitude of the fields. 

Susan had run out, swerving sharp to the left at the door, and on the edge 
of the slope crouched down behind a boulder. A dislodged stone went 
on downwards, rattling as it leaped. When Madame Levaille called out, 
Susan could have, by stretching her hand, touched her mother's skirt, had she 
had the courage to move a limb. She saw the old woman go away, and she 
remained still, closing her eyes and pressing her side to the hard and rugged 
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surface of the rock. After a while a familiar face with fixed eyes and an open 
mouth became visible in the intense obscurity amongst the boulders. She 
uttered a low cry and stood up. The face vanished, leaving her to gasp and 
shiver alone in the wilderness of stone heaps. But as soon as she had crouched 
down again to rest, with her head against the rock, the face returned, came very 
near, appeared eager to finish the speech that had been cut short by death, only 
a moment ago. She scrambled quickly to her feet and said : " Gro away, or I 
will do it again." The thing wavered, swung to the right, to the left She 
moved this way and that, stepped back, fancied herself screaming at it, and was 
appalled by the unbroken stillness of the night She tottered on the brink, felt 
the steep declivity under her feet, and rushed down blindly to save herself from 
a headlong fall. The shingle seemed to wake up ; the pebbles began to roll 
before her, pursued her from above, raced down with her on both sides, rolling 
past with an increasing clatter. In the peace of the night the noise grew, 
deepening to a rumour, continuous and violent, as if the whole semicircle of the 
stony beach had started to tumble down into the bay. Susan's feet hardly 
touched the slope that seemed to run down with her. At the bottom she 
stumbled, shot forward, throwing her arms out, and fell heavily. She jumped 
up at once and turned swiftly to look back, her clenched hands full of sand she 
had clutched in her fall. The face was there, keeping its distance, visible in its 
own sheen that made a pale stain in the night. She shouted, " Go away " — 
she shouted at it with pain, with fear, with all the rage of that useless stab that 
could not keep him quiet, keep him out of her sight. What did he want now ? 
He was dead. Dead men have no children. Would he never leave her alone ? 
She shrieked at it — waved her outstretched hands. She seemed to feel the 
breath of parted lips, and, with a long cry of discouragement, fled across the 
level bottom of the bay. 

She ran lightly, unaware of any effort of her body. High sharp rocks 
that, when the bay is full, show above the glittering plain of blue water like 
pointed towers of submerged churches, glided past her, rushing to the land at 
a tremendous pace. To the left, in the distance, she could see something 
shining : a broad disc of light in which narrow shadows pivoted round the 
centre like the spokes of a wheel. She heard a voice calling, " Hey ! There I " 
and answered with a wild scream. So, he could call yet ! He was calling 
after her to stop. Never ! . . . She tore through the night, past the startled 
group of seaweed -gatherers who stood round their lantern paralysed with fear at 
the unearthly screech coming from that fleeing shadow. The men leaned on 
their pitchforks staring fearfully. A woman fell on her knees, and, crossing 



THE IDIOTS 27 

herself, began to pray aloud. A little girl with her ragged skirt full of slimy sea- 
weed began to sob despairingly, lugging her soaked burden close to the man who 
carried the light Somebody said: "The thing ran out towards the sea." 
Another voice exclaimed : " And the sea is coming back ! Look at the spread- 
ing puddles. Do you hear — you woman — there ! Get up ! " Several voices 
cried together. " Yes, let us be off ! Let the accursed thing go to the sea ! " 
They moved on, keeping close round the light. Suddenly a man swore loudly. 
He would go and see what was the matter. It had been a woman's voice. 
He would go. There were shrill protests from women — but his high form 
detached itself from the group and went off running. They sent an unanimous 
call of scared voices after him. A word, insulting and mocking, came back, 
thrown at them through darkness. A woman moaned. An old man said 
gravely : " Such things ought to be left alone." They went on slower, now 
shuffling in the yielding sand and whispering to one another that Millot feared 
nothing, having no religion, but that it would end badly some day. 

Susan met the incoming tide by the Raven islet and stopped, panting, 
with her feet in the water. She heard the murmur and felt the cold caress of 
the sea, and, calmer now, could see the sombre and confused mass of the Raven 
on one side and on the other the long white streak of Mol^ne sands that are 
left high above the dry bottom of Fougtre Bay at every ebb. She turned 
round and saw far away, along the starred background of the sky, the ragged 
outline of the coast. Above it, nearly facing her, appeared the tower of 
Ploumar church ; a slender and tall pyramid shooting up dark and pointed into 
the clustered glitter of the stars. She felt strangely calm. She knew where 
she was, and began to remember how she came there — and why. She peered 
into the smooth obscurity near her. She was alone. There was nothing there ; 
nothing near her, either living or dead. 

The tide was creeping in quietly, putting out long impatient arms of 
strange rivulets that ran towards the land between ridges of sand. Under the 
night the pools grew bigger with mysterious rapidity, while the great sea, yet 
far off, thundered in a regular rhythm along the indistinct line of the horizon. 
Suzan splashed her way back for a few yards without being able to get clear of 
the water that murmured tenderly all around and, suddenly, with a spiteful 
gurgle, nearly took her off her feet Her heart thumped with fear. This 
place was too big and too empty to die in. To-morrow they would do with 
her what they liked. But before she died she must tell them — tell the gentle- 
man in black clothes that there are things no woman can bear. She must ex- 
plain how it happened. . . . She splashed through a pool, getting wet to the 
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too preoocx^iied to care . . . SheuoBtcxpfaieL *Hc 



way as erer azid said, jost 90 : ' Do jnoo tfamk I am gome Id leave the bud to 
tbose people firom Morfaihaa that I do dcK knov? Do jmi? We siaD see! 
Come along, \txi ueatm e of mwi-tmi i - e ! ' And he put his aims out Then. 
Mcsactxrs, I said : * Before God — never ! ' And he said, sliidiiig at me widi 
open palms: 'There is no God to hold me! Do joa understand, joa useless 
carcase. I will do vfaat I like' And he took me b>- die sfaooUers. Then I, 
Messieurs, called to God for help, and next minute, vhile he was shaking me, 
I felt my long scissors in my hand. His shirt was anbottDiied, and, by die 
candle-light, I saw die hollow of his throat I cried : ' Let go ! ' He was 
crushing my shouldersu He was strong, my man was ! Then I thought : No ! 
. . . Must I ? . . . Then take! — and I struck in die hoUow place I never saw 
him falL Ne\'er ! Never ! . . . Never saw him £dL . . . The okl &dier never 
turned his head He is deaf and childish, gentlemeiL . . . Nobody saw him 
fall I ran out . . . Nobody saw. . . !* 

She had been scrambling amongst the boulders of the Raven and now 
found herself, all out of breath, standing amongst the heavy shadows of the 
rocky islet The Raven b connected with the main land by a natural pier of 
immense and slippery stones. She intended to return home that way. Was 
he still standing there ? At home Home ! Four idiots and a corpse. She 
must go back and explain. Anybody would understand . . . 

Below her the nig^t or the sea seemed to pronounce distinctly : 

" Aha ! I see you at last ! " 

She started, slipped, fell ; and without attempting to rise, listened, terrified. 
She heard heavy breathing, a clatter of wooden clogs. It stopped 

" Where the devil did you pass ? " said an invisible man, hoarsely. 

She held her breath. She recognized the voice. She had not seen him fall 
Was he pursuing her there dead, or perhaps . . . alive ? 

She lost her head. She cried from the crevice where she lay huddled, 
" Never, never ! " 

" Ah ! You are still there. You led me a fine dance Wait, my beauty, 
I must see how you look after all this. You wait . . . 

Millot was stumbling, laughing, swearing meaninglessly out of pure satis- 
faction, pleased with himself for having run down that fly-by-night " As if 
there were such things as ghosts ! Bah ! It took an old African soldier to 
show those clodhoppers. . . . But it was curious. Who the devil was she ? " 

Susan listened, crouching. He was coming for her, this dead man. There 
was no escape. What a noise he made amongst the stones. . . . She saw his 
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head rise up, then the shoulders. He was tall — ^her own man ! His long 
arms waved about, and it was his own voice sounding a little strange . . . 
because of the scissors. She scrambled out quickly, rushed to the edge of 
the causeway, and turned round. The man stood still on a high stone, de- 
taching himself in dead black on the glitter of the sky. 

" Where are you going to ? " he called roughly. 

She answered, " Home ! " and watched him intensely. He made a striding, 
clumsy leap on to another boulder, and stopped again, balancing himself, then 
said : 

" Ha ! ha ! Well, I am going with you. It 's the least I can do. Ha I 
ha! ha!" 

She stared at him till her eyes seemed to become glowing coals that 
burned deep into her brain, and yet she was in mortal fear of making out the 
well-known features. Below her the sea lapped softly against the rock with a 
splash, continuous and gentle. 

The man said, advancing another step : 

" I am coming for you. What do you think ? " 

She trembled. Coming for her ! There was no escape, no peace, no 
hope. She looked round despairingly. Suddenly the whole shadowy coast, 
the blurred islets, the heaven itself, swayed about twice, then came to a rest. 
She closed her ^yts and shouted : 

" Can't you wait till I am dead ! " 

She was shaken by a furious hate for that shade that pursued her in this 
world, unappeased even by death in its longing for an heir that would be like 
other people's children. 

" Hey ! What ? " said Millot, keeping his distance prudently. He was 
saying to himself: " Look out ! Some lunatic. An accident happens soon." 

She went on, wildly : 

" I want to live. To live alone — for a week — for a day. I must explain 
to them. ... I would tear you to pieces, I would kill you twenty times over 
rather than let you touch me while I live. How many times must I kill you 
— you blasphemer ! Satan sends you here. I am damned too ! " 

" Come," said Millot, alarmed and conciliating. I am perfectly alive I . . . 
Oh, my God ! " 

She had screamed, " Alive I " and at once vanished before his eyes, 
as if the islet itself had swerved aside from under her feet Millot rushed 
forward, and fell flat with his chin over the edge. Far below he saw the water 
whitened by her struggles, and heard one shrill cry for help that seemed to 



30 THE SAVOY 

dart upwards along the perpendicular face of the rock, and soar past, straight 
into the high and impassive heaven. 

Madame Levaille sat, dry-eyed, on the short grass of the hill side, with 
her thick legs stretched out, and her old feet turned up in their black cloth 
shoes. Her clogs stood near by, and further off the umbrella lay on the 
withered sward like a weapon dropped from the grasp of a vanquished warrior. 
The Marquis of Chavanes, on horseback, one gloved hand on thigh, looked 
down at her as she got up laboriously, with g^ans. On the narrow track of 
the seaweed-carts four men were carrying inland Susan's body on a hand- 
barrow, while several others strz^gled listlessly behind. Madame Levaille 
looked after the procession. " Yes, Monsieur le Marquis," she said dispas- 
sionately, in her usual calm tone of a reasonable old woman. " There are 
unfortunate people on this earth. I had only one child. Only one ! And 
they won't bury her in consecrated ground ! " 

Her eyes filled suddenly, and a short shower of tears rolled down the 
broad cheeks. She pulled the shawl close about her. The Marquis leaned 
slightly over in his saddle, and said : 

" It is very sad. You have all my sympathy. I shall speak to the Cur6. 
She was unquestionably insane, and the fall was accidental. Millot says so 
distinctly. Good-day, Madame." 

And he trotted off, thinking to himself: I must get this old woman 
appointed guardian of those idiots, and administrator of the farm. It would 
be much better than having here one of those other Bacadous, probably a red 
republican, corrupting my commune. 

Joseph Conrad. 
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IRED with the sunlight, her eyes close in prayer, 
A little heap before a waxen saint ; 
Heaven above heaven, the starry hosts are there, 
The wind of odorous wings, beating, breathes faint 

Ah, she is old, and the world's ways are rough, 
She has grown old with sorrow, year by year ; 
She is alone : yet is it not enough 
To be alone with God, as she is here ? 

Here, in the shadowy chapel, where I stand, 

An alien, at the door, and see within 
Bent head and benediction of the hand, 

And may not, though I long to enter in. 

Sightless, she sees the angels thronging her, 

She sees descending on her from above 
The Blessed Vision for her comforter : 

But I can see no vision, only Love. 

I have believed in Love, and Love 's untrue : 

Bid me believe, and bring me to your saint, 
Woman! and let me come and kneel with you ! . . . 

But I should see only the wax and paint 

Arthur Symoks. 



The Death of Pierrot 

by 
Aubrey Beardsley 

" As tlie dawn broke^ Pierrot fell into his last sleep. Then upon t^-toe^ 
silently up the stair ^ noiselessly into the room, came the comedians Arlecchino^ 
Pantaleone, it Dottore, and Columbina, who with much love carried awtxy upon 
tluir slioulderSy t/ie white /rocked clown of Bergamo ; whither, we know not*^ 
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]]HE eighteenth century is the great period of the English 
novel. Defoe, Richardson, Fielding, Goldsmith, Steme, and 
Jane Austen initiated or carried towards perfection nearly 
every variety of fiction ; they had few or no rivals throughout 
Europe. Scott, with his incomparable genius for romance, 
was left to complete the evolutionary process. 
Yet it was Scott, as we too often forget, who marred everything and 
threw the English novel into disorganization from which it has not even 
to-day recovered. Those jerry-built, pseudo-medixval structures which he 
raised so rapidly and so easily, still retain, I hope, some of the fascination 
which they possessed for us when we were children ; they certainly retain 
it for a few of those children of a larger growth whom we call men of genius. 
But Scott's prodigious facility and the conventional unreality of his view of 
life ruined the English novel. By means of his enormous reputation he was 
enabled to debase the intellectual and moral currency in this department of 
literature to the lowest possible limit. It is a curious illustration of our 
attitude towards these things that Scott's method of paying off his debts by 
feverish literary production seems only to arouse our unqualified admiration. 
The commercial instinct in our British breasts is so highly developed that we 
glory in the sight of a great man prostituting his fame to make money, 
especially in a good cause. If he had paid off his debts at the gaming table, 
or even at the stock exchange, perhaps we should have been shocked. As he 
only flung his own genius and art on to the table to play against a credulous 
public his virtue remains immaculate. But a fate works through these things, 
however opaque the veil of insular self-satisfaction over our eyes. Scott, the 
earlier Scott, was a European influence, manifested in Manzoni, down through 
Hendrik Conscience to the drivel of Paul F^val. Since Scott no English 
novelist has been a force in European literature. 

This may seem too stringent a judgment of so copious a branch of 
literature. But it is because the literature of fiction is so copious that we 
need a stringent clue to guide us through its mazes. A man cannot be too 
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keen in grasping at the things that concern himself, too relentless in flinging 
aside those things that for him at least have no concern. For myself, at all 
events, I find now little in nineteenth-century English fiction that concerns 
me, least of all in popular fiction. I am well content to read and ponder the 
novels that seem to me assuredly great. In the next century, perhaps, I shall 
have time to consider whether it were well to read " Robert Elsmere " or " The 
Heavenly Twins," but as yet the question is scarcely pressing. 

If that is the case, I may be asked, why read Thomas Hardy? And I 
must confess that that question occurred to me — long a devout admirer of 
Mr. Hardy's work — some fourteen years ago, and I found it unanswerable.* 
For while he still seemed to me a fine artist, I scarcely regarded him as a 
great artist in the sense in which I so regarded some English novelists of the 
last century, and some French and Russian novelists of this century. More- 
over, Mr. Hard)' was becoming a popular novelist For it maybe a foolish 
fancy, but I do not like drinking at those pools which are turbid from the 
hoofs of my fellow creatures ; when I cannot get there before the others I 
like to wait until a considerable time after they have left. I could not read 
m}' Catullus in peace if I had an uneasy sense that thousands of my fellow 
creatures were writing to the newspapers to say what a nice gfirl Lesbia was, 
and how horrid a person Gellius, condescending to approve the poet's fraternal 
sentiments, lamenting the unwholesome tone of his Atys. It is my felicity 
that the railroad that skirts the Lago di Garda still sets but few persons down 
for Sermione. Nor am I alone in this. The unequalled rapture of Lamb's 
joy in the Elizabethan dramatists was due to the immensity of the solitude in 
which at that moment they lay enfolded. Indeed this attitude of mind is 
ancient and well-rooted. The saviours of mankind, with what at first sight 
seems an unkindly delight, have emphasized the fact that salvation belongs to 
the few. Yet not only is religion a sacred mystery, but love also, and art. 
When the profane are no longer warned away from the threshold it is a 
reasonable suspicion that no mystery is there. — So it was that I ceased to 
read Mr. Hardy's novels. 

But since then things have somewhat changed. The crowd thickened, 
indeed, especially when " Tess" appeared, for that book chanced to illustrate 
a fashionable sentimental moral. But last year, suddenly, on the appearance 
of Mr. Hardy's latest book, a great stampede was heard in the land. Noisy 
bands of the novelist's readers were fleeing in every direction. Although it 

^ 1 may here mention that, in 1883, 1 published in the "Westminster Review" a some- 
what detailed study of the whole of Mr. Hardy's work up to that date. 
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was still clearly premature to say that peace reigfned in the Warsaw of 
"Tess's" admirers, I detected at least an interesting matter for investigation. 
— Thus I returned to Mr. Hardy's work. 

That work is now very considerable, remembering the brief space of 
twenty-five years over which it is spread. The damnosa hctreditas of Scott 
still afflicts nearly all our novelists with a fatal productiveness. The bigger the 
burden you lay on the back of Posterity the sooner he is certain to throw it off. 
And the creature's instinct is right ; no man, not even a Goethe, is immortally 
wise in fifty volumes. There are few novelists who can afford to write much. 
Even Balzac, the type of prolific imagination in fiction, is no exception. 
Content to give the merest external impression of reality, he toiled terribly in 
moulding the clay of his own inner consciousness to produce a vast world of 
half-baked images, which are immensely impressive in the mass but crumble to 
pieces in your fingers when you take them up. Mr. George Meredith is, 
perhaps, our nearest modern English counterpart to Balzac. There is a pro- 
digious expenditure of intellectual energy in the crowd of Meredith's huge 
novels. To turn from, let us say, "The Hand of Ethelberta" to "Evan 
Harrington," is to feel that, intellectually, Hardy is a mere child compared to 
Meredith. There never was a novelist so superhumanly and obstreperously 
clever as Mr. Meredith. One suspects that much of the admiration expended 
on Meredith, as on Browning, is really the reader's admiration of his own 
cleverness in being able to toddle along at the coat-tails of such a giant Crude 
intellect is as much outside art as crude emotion or crude morals. One 
admires the splendid profusion of power, but the perfected achievement which 
alone holds our attention permanently is not to be found among these 
exuberantly brilliant marionettes. It is all very splendid, but I find no good 
reason for reading it, since already it scarcely belongs to our time, since 
it never possessed the virtues which are independent of time. Like Balzac, 
George Meredith has built to his own memory a great cairn in literature. No 
doubt it will be an inspiring spectacle for our race to gaze back at 

There are really only two kinds of novels which are permanently interest- 
ing to men. The first contains those few which impress us by the immortal 
power with which they present a g^reat story or a great human type. Such are 
the " Satyricon," " Petit Jehan de Saintr^," " Don Quixote," « Gil Bias," " Tom 
Jones." These books are always modem, always invigorating. They stand 
foursquare, each on its own basis, against every assault of time. The other 
class of novels — ^holding us not less closely, though it may be less masterfully 
— appeal by their intimate insight into the mysteries of the heart They are 
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the bcx>ks that whisper to us secrets we half-knew yet never quite understood 
They throw open doors into the soul that were only ajar. The noien who write 
them are not always great masters of style or of literary architectonics, but by 
some happy inspiration they have revealed themselves as great masters of the 
human heart. Such books are full of the intimate charm of something that we 
remember, of things that chanced to us " a great while since, a long, long time 
ago," and yet they have the startling audacity of the modemest things. Among 
them are " Manon Lescaut," " Adolphe," " Le Rouge et le Noir," some of 
Dostoieflsky's novels. If any of Mr. Hardy's novels may claim to be compared 
with the immortals it is the books of this class which we should bear in mind. 

The real and permanent interest in Mr. Hardy's books is not his claim to 
be the exponent of Wessex — a claim which has been more than abundantly 
recognized — but his intense preoccupation with the mysteries of women's 
hearts. He is less a story-teller than an artist who has intently studied 
certain phases of passion, and brings us a simple and faithful report of what he 
has found. A certain hesitancy in the report, an occasional failure of narrative 
or style, only adds piquancy and a sense of veracity to the record. A mis- 
chievous troll, from time to time — more rarely in Mr. Hardy's later work — is 
allowed to insert all sorts of fantastic conceits and incidents. Such interpola- 
tions merely furnish additional evidence in favour of the genuine inspiration of 
the whole document. We realize that we are in the presence of an artist who 
is wholly absorbed in the effort to catch the fleeting caprices of the external 
world, unsuspected and incalculable, the unexpected fluctuations of the human 
heart. 

The great novelists of the present century who have chiefly occupied 
themselves with the problems of passion and the movements of women's hearts 
— I mean Paul Heyse and George Meredith, together with Goethe, who may 
be called their master — have all shown a reverent faith in what we call Nature 
as opposed to Society ; they have all regarded the impulses and the duties of 
love in women as independent of social regulation, which may or may not 
impede the free play of passion and natural morality. Mr. Hardy fully shares 
this characteristic. It was less obvious in his earlier novels, no doubt, although 
Cytherea of his first book, "Desperate Remedies," discovered the moral 
problems which have puzzled her youngest sisters, and Eustacia in " The Return 
of the Native " sank in what she called " the mire of marriage " long before Sue 
experienced her complicated matrimonial disasters. For Hardy, as for Goethe 
and Heyse, and usually for Meredith the problems of women's hearts are 
mostly independent of the routine codes of men. 
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The whole course of Mr. Hardy's development^ from 1871 to the present, 
has been natural and inevitable, with lapses and irr^^larities it may be, but 
with no real break and no new departure. He seems to have been led along 
the path of his art by his instincts ; he was never a novelist with a programme, 
planning his line of march at the outset, and boldly affronting public reproba- 
tion ; he has moved slowly and tentatively. In his earlier books he eluded 
any situation involving marked collision between Nature and Society, and thus 
these books failed to shock the susceptibilities of readers who had been brought 
up in familiarity with the unreal conventionalities which rule in the novels 
of Hugo, Dickens, Thackeray, and the rest " Far from the Madding Crowd " 
first appeared in the " Comhill," from which a few years earlier Thackeray had 
excluded Mrs. Browning's poem, "Lord Walter's Wife," as presenting an 
immoral situation. It was not until "Two on a Tower" appeared, in 1882, 
that the general public — led, if I remember rightly, by the " Spectator " — 
began to suspect that in reading Mr. Hardy's books it was not treading on 
the firm rock of convention. The reason was, not that any fundamental 
change was taking place in the novelist's work, but that there really is a large 
field in which the instincts of human love and human caprice can have free 
play without too obviously conflicting with established [moral codes. Both in 
life and in art it is this large field which we first reach. It is thus in the most 
perfect and perhaps the most delightful of Mr. Hardy's early books, " Under 
the Greenwood Tree." The free play of Fancy's vagrant heart may be followed 
in all its little bounds and rebounds, its fanciful ardours and repressions, 
because she is too young a thing to drink deep of life — and because she is not 
yet married. It is all very immoral, as Nature is, but it succeeds in avoiding 
any collision with the rigid constitution of Society. The victim finally takes 
the white veil and is led to the altar ; then a door is closed, and the convent 
gate of marriage is not again opened to the intrusive novel-reader's eye. Not 
by any means because it is considered that the horrors beyond are too terrible 
to be depicted. The matter does not appear to the novelist under this metaphor. 
Your wholesome-minded novelist knows that the life of a pure-natured English- 
woman after marriage is, as Taine said, mainly that of a very broody hen, a 
series of merely physiological processes with which he, as a novelist, has no 
further concern. 

But in novels, as in life, one comes at length to realize that marriage is not 
necessarily either a grave, or a convent gate, or a hen's nest, that though the 
conditions are changed the forces at work remain largely the same. It is still 
quite possible to watch the passions at play, though there may now be more 
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tragedy or more pathos in the outcome of that play. This Mr. Hardy 
proceeded to do, first on a small scale in short stories, and then on a larger 
scale. ^ Tess " is typical of this later unconventional way of depicting the real 
issues of passion. Remarkable as that book no doubt is, I confess that on the 
whole it has made no very strong appeal to me. I was repelled at the outset 
by the sub-title. It so happens that I have always regarded the conception of 
'* purity," when used in moral discussions, as a conception sadly in need of analy- 
sis, and almost the first time I ever saw myself in print was as the author of a 
discussion, carried on with the usual ethical fervour of youth, of the question : 
" What is Purity ? " I have often seen occasion to ask the question since. It 
seems to me doubtful whether anyone is entitled to use the word "pure" 
without first defining precisely what he means, and still more doubtful whether 
an artist is called upon to define it at all, even in several hundred pages. I 
can quite conceive that the artist should take pleasure in the fact that his own 
creative revelation of life poured contempt on many old prejudices. But such 
an effect is neither powerful nor legitimate unless it is engrained in the texture 
of the narrative ; it cannot be stuck on by a label. To me that glaring sub- 
title meant nothing, and I could not see what it should mean to Mr. Hardy. 
It seemed an indication that he was inclined to follow afler George Eliot, who 
— for a large " consideration " — condescended to teach morality to the British 
public, selling her great abilities for a position of fame which has since proved 
somewhat insecure ; because although English men and women are never so 
happy as when absorbing unorthodox sermons under the guise of art, the 
permanent vitality of sermons is considerably less than that of art. 

Thus I was not without suspicion in approaching " Jude the Obscure." 
Had Mr. Hardy discovered the pernicious truth that whereas children can only 
take their powders in jam, the strenuous British public cannot be induced to 
devour their jam unless convinced that it contains some strange and nauseous 
powder? Was "Jude the Obscure" a sermon on marriage from the text on 
the title-page : " The letter killeth " ? Putting aside the small failures always 
liable to occur in Mr. Hardy's work, I found little to justify the suspicion. The 
sermon may, possibly, be there, but the spirit of art has, at all events, not been 
killed. In all the great qualities of literature "Jude the Obscure'* seems to 
me the greatest novel written in England for many years. 

It is interesting to compare "Jude" with a characteristic novel of Mr. 
Hardy's earlier period, with " A Pair of Blue Eyes," or " The Return of the 
Native." On going back to these, after reading " Jude," one notes the graver 
and deeper tones in the later book, the more austere and restrained roads of 
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art which Mr. Hardy has sought to follow, and the more organic and radical 
way in which he now grips the individuality of his creatures. The individuals 
themselves have not fundamentally changed. The type of womankind that 
Mr. Hardy chiefly loves to study, from Cytherea to Sue, has always been the 
same, very human, also very feminine, rarely with any marked element of 
virility, and so contrasting curiously with the androgynous heroines loved of 
Mr. Meredith. The latter, with their resolute daring and energy, are of finer 
calibre and more imposing ; they are also very much rarer in the actual world 
than Mr. Hardy's women, who represent, it seems to me, a type not un- 
common in the south of England, where the heavier Teutonic and Scandinavian 
elements are, more than elsewhere, modified by the alert and volatile elements 
furnished by earlier races. But if the type remains the same the grasp of it is 
now much more thorough. At first Mr. Hardy took these women chiefly at 
their more obviously charming or pathetic moments, and sought to make the 
most of those moments, a little careless as to the organic connection of such 
moments to the underlying personality. One can well understand that many 
readers should prefer the romantic charm of the earlier passages, but — should 
it be necessary to affirm } — to grapple with complexly realized persons and to 
dare to face them in the tragic or sordid crises of real life is to rise to a higher 
plane of art In " Jude the Obscure " there is a fine self-restraint, a complete 
mastery of all the elements of an exceedingly human story. There is nothing 
here of the distressing melodrama into which Mr. Hardy was wont to fall in 
his early novels. Yet in plot " Jude " might be a farce. One could imagine 
that Mr. Hardy had purposed to himself to take a conventional farce, in which 
a man and a woman leave their respective partners to make love to one 
another and then finally rejoin their original partners, in order to see what 
could be made of such a story by an artist whose sensitive vision penetrated 
to the tragic irony of things ; just as the great novelists of old, De la Sale, 
Cervantes, Fielding, took the worn-out conventional stories of their time, and 
filled them with the immortal blood of life. Thus '* Jude " has a certain 
symmetry of plan such as is rare in the actual world — where we do not so 
readily respond to our cues — but to use such a plot to produce such an efiect 
is an achievement of the first order. 

Only at one point, it seems to me, is there a serious lapse in the art of 
the book, and that is when the door of the bedroom closet is sprung open on 
us to reveal the row of childish corpses. Up to that one admires the strength 
and sobriety of the narrative, its complete reliance on the interests that lie in 
common humanity. We feel that here are real human beings of the sort we 
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all know, engaged in obscure struggles that are latent in the life we all know. 
But with the opening of that cupboard we are thrust out of the lai^ field of 
common life • into the small field of the police court or the lunatic asylum, 
among the things which for most of us are comparatively unreal It seems an 
unnecessary clash in the story. Whatever failure of nervous energy may be 
present in the Fawley family, it is clear that Mr. Hardy was not proposing to 
himself a study of gross pathological degenerescence, a study of the hereditary 
evolution of criminality. If that were so, the story would lose the wide human 
significance which is not merely stated explicitly in the preface, but implicitly 
throughout Nor can it be said that so wholesale a murder was required for 
the constructive development of the history ; a much less serious catastrophe 
would surely have sufficed to influence the impressionable Sue. However 
skilful Mr. Hardy may be in the fine art of murder, it is as a master of the 
more tender and human passions that he is at his best The element of 
bloodshed in " Tess " seems of dubious value. One is inclined to question 
altogether the fitness of bloodshed for the novelist's purpose at the present 
period of history. As a factor in human fate bloodshed to-day is both too 
near and too remote for the purposes of art It is too rare to be real and 
poignant to every heart, and in the days of well-equipped burglars and a 
" spirited " foreign policy it is too vulgar to bring with it any romance of " old 
unhappy far-off things." Our great sixteenth-century dramatists could use it 
securely as their commonest resource because it was then a deeply-rooted fact 
both of artistic convention and of real life. In this century bloodshed can 
only be made humanly interesting by a great psychologist, living on the 
barbarous outskirts of civilization, a DostoiefTsky to whom the secret of every 
abnormal impulse has been revealed. In Mr. Hardy's books bloodshed is 
one of the forms put on by the capricious troll whose business it is to lure 
him from his own work. But that cupboard contains the only skeleton in the 
house of " Jude the Obscure." On the whole, it may be said that Mr. Hardy 
here leads us to a summit in art, where the air is perhaps too rare and austere 
for the more short-winded among his habitual readers, but, so far as can yet 
be seen, surely a summit — So at least it seems to one who no longer cares 
to strain his vision in detecting mole-hills on the lower slopes of Parnassus, 
yet still finds pleasure in gazing back at the peaks. 

But I understand that the charge brought against " Jude the Obscure " is 
not so much that it is bad art as that it is a book with a purpose, a moral or 
an immoral purpose, according to the standpoint of the critic. It would not 
be pleasant to admit that a book you thought bad morality is good art, but 
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the bad morality is the main point, and this book, it is said, is immoral, and 
indecent as well. 

So are most of our great novels. " Jane Ejn«," we know on the authority 
of a " Quarterly " reviewer, could not have been written by a respectable woman, 
while another " Quarterly " (or maybe " Edinburgh ") reviewer declared that 
certain scenes in " Adam Bede " are indecently suggestive. " Tom Jones " is 
even yet regarded as unfit to be read in an unabridged form. The echo of the 
horror which " Les Liaisons Dangereuses " produced more than a century ago 
in the cheerfully immoral society of the ancien regime has scarcely even to-day 
died down sufficiently to permit an impartial judgment of that powerful and 
saturnine book. " Madame Bovary," which Taine regarded in later days as 
fit for use in Sunday schools, was thought so shocking in the austere court of 
Napoleon III. that there was no alternative to prosecution. Zola's chief 
novels, which to-day are good enough to please Mr. Stead, the champion of 
British Puritanism, were yesterday bad enough to send his English publisher 
to prison. It seems, indeed, on a review of all the facts, that the surer a novel 
is of a certain immortality, the surer it is also to be regarded at first as 
indecent, as subversive of public morality. So that when, as in the present 
case, such charges are recklessly flung about in all the most influential 
quarters, we are simply called upon to accept them placidly as necessary 
incidents in the career of a great novel. 

It is no fortuitous circumstance that the greatest achievements of the 
novelist's art seem to outrage morality. " Jude the Obscure " is a sufficiently 
great book to serve to illustrate a first principle. I have remarked that I 
cannot find any undue intrusion of morality in the art of this book. But I was 
careful to express myself cautiously, for without doubt the greatest issues of 
social morality are throughout at stake. So that the question arises : What 
is the function of the novelist as regards morals ? The answer is simple, though 
it has sometimes been muddled. A few persons have incautiously asserted that 
the novel has nothing to do with morals. That we cannot assert ; the utmost 
that can be asserted is that the novelist should never allow himself to be made 
the tool of a merely moral or immoral purpose. For the fact, is that, so far as 
the moralist deals with life at all, morals is part of the very stuff of his art 
That is to say, that his art lies in drawing the sinuous woof of human nature 
between the rigid warp of morals. Take away morals, and the novelist is in 
vacuo^ in the r^on of fairy land. The more subtly and firmly he can weave 
these elements together the more impressive becomes the stuff of his art The 
great poet may be in love with passion, but it is by heightening and strengthen- 
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ing the dignity of traditional moral law that he gives passion fullest play. 
When Wagpier desired to create a typically complete picture of passion he chose 
the story of Tristram ; no story of Paul and Virginia can ever brii^ out the 
deepest cries of human passion. Shakespeare found it impossible to picture 
even the pure young love of Romeo and Juliet without the aid of the violated 
laws of family and tradition. " The crash of broken commandments,'' Mr. 
Hardy once wrote in a ms^azine article, " is as necessary an accompaniment to 
the catastrophe of a tragedy as the noise of drum and cymbals to a triumphal 
march ; " and that picturesque image fails to express how essential to the 
dramatist is this clash of law against passion. It is the same in life as in art, 
and if you think of the most pathetic stories of human passion, the profoundest 
utterances of human love, you probably think most readily of such things as the 
letters of Abelard and Hiloise, or of Mile, de Lespinasse, or of the Portuguese 
nun, and only with difficulty of the tamer speech of happier and more legiti- 
mate emotions. Life finds her game in playing off the irresistible energy of 
the individual against the equally irresistible energy of the race, and the 
stronger each is the finer the game. So the great artist whose brain is afire 
with the love of passion yet magnifies the terror and force of moral law, in his 
heart probably hates it. 

Mr. Hardy has always been in love with Nature, with the instinctive, 
spontaneous, unregarded aspects of Nature, from the music of the dead heather- 
bells to the flutter of tremulous human hearts, all the things that are beautiful 
because they are uncontrolled by artificial constraint. The progress of his art 
has consisted in bringing this element of nature into ever closer contact with 
the rigid routine of life, making it more human, making it more moral or more 
immoral. It is an inevitable progression. That love of the spontaneous, the 
primitive, the unbound — which we call the love of " Nature " — must as 
it becomes more searching take more and more into account those things, also 
natural, which bind and constrain " Nature." So that on the one side, as Mr. 
Hardy has himself expressed it, we have Nature and her unconsciousness of 
all but essential law, on the other the laws framed merely as social expedients 
without a basis in the heart of things, and merely expressing the triumph of the 
majority over the individual ; which shows, as is indeed evident from Mr. 
Hardy's work, that he is not much in sympathy with Society, and also shows 
that, like Heyse, he recognizes a moral order in Nature. This conflict reaches 
its highest point around women. Truly or falsely, for good or for evil, woman 
has always been for man the supreme priestess, or the supreme devil, of 
Nature. " A woman," said Proudhon — himself the incarnation of the revolt of 
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Nature in the heart of man — ^** even the most charming and virtuous woman, 
always contains an element of cunning, the wild beast element She is a tamed 
animal that sometimes returns to her natural instinct This cannot be said 
in the same degree of man." The loving student of the elemental in Nature so 
becomes the loving student of women, the sensitive historian of her conflicts 
with " sin " and with " repentance," the creations of man. Not, indeed, that 
any woman who has " sinned," if her sin was indeed love, ever really" repents." 
It is probable that a true experience of the one emotional state as of the other 
remains a little foreign to her, " sin " having probably been the invention 
of men who never really knew what love is. She may catch the phrases of the 
people around her when her spirit is broken, but that is all. I have never 
known or heard of any woman, having for one moment in her life loved and 
been loved, who did not count that moment as worth all other moments in life. 
The consciousness of the world's professed esteem can never give to unloved 
virtue and respectability the pride which belongs to the woman who has once 
" sinned " with all her heart One supposes that the slaves of old who never 
once failed in abject obedience to their master's will mostly subdued their 
souls to the level of their starved virtues. But the woman who has loved is like 
the slave who once at least in his life has risen in rebellion with the cry : '' And 
I, too, am a man I " Nothing that comes after can undo the fine satisfaction of 
that moment. It was so that a great seventeenth-century predecessor of Mr. 
Hardy in the knowledge of the heart, painted Annabella exultant in her sin 
even at the moment of discovery, for " Nature " knows no sin. 

If these things are so, it is clear how the artist who has trained himself to 
the finest observation of Nature cannot fail, as his art becomes more vital and 
profound, to paint morals. The fresher and more intimate his vision of Nature, 
the more startling his picture of morals. To such an extent is this the case in 
" Jude the Obscure," that some people have preferred to regard the book as a 
study of monstrosity, of disease. Sue is neurotic,some critics say; it is fashionable 
to play cheerfully with terrible words you know nothing about. " Neurotic " 
these good people say by way of dismissing her, innocently unaware that 
many a charming " urban miss " of their own acquaintance would deserve the 
name at least as well. In representing Jude and Sue as belonging to a failing 
family stock, I take it that Mr. Hardy by no means wished to bring before us 
a mere monstrosity, a pathological " case," but that rather, with an artist's true 
instinct — ^the same instinct that moved so great an artist as Shakespeare when 
he conceived *' Hamlet " — he indicates the channels of least resistance along 
which the forces of life most impetuously rush. Jude and Sue are represented 
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as crushed by a civilization to which they were not bom, and thougli civilization 
may in some respects be regarded as a disease and as unnatural, in others it 
may be said to bring out those finer vibrations of Nature which are overlaid by 
rough and bucolic conditions of life. The refinement of sexual sensibility with 
which this book largely deals is precisely such a vibration. To treat Jude, who 
wavers between two women, and Sue, who finds the laws of marriage too 
mighty for her lightly-poised organism, as shocking monstrosities, reveals a 
curious attitude in the critics who have committed themselves to that view. 
Clearly they consider human sexual relationships to be as simple as those of 
the farmyard. They are as shocked as a farmer would be to find that a hen 
had views of her own concerning the lord of the harem. If, let us say, jrou 
decide that Indian Game and Plymouth Rock make a good cross, you put your 
cock and hens together, and the matter is settled ; and if you decide that a 
man and a woman are in love with each other, you marry them and the matter 
is likewise settled for the whole term of their natural lives. I suppose that the 
farmyard view really is the view of the ordinary wholesome- minded novelist 
— I mean of course in England — and of his ordinary critic Indeed in Europe 
generally, a distinguished German anthropologist has lately declared, sensible 
and experienced men still often exhibit a knowledge of sexual matters such as we 
might expect from a milkmaid. But assuredly the farmyard view corresponds 
imperfectly to the facts of human life in our time. Such things as ** Jude " is 
made of are, in our time at all events, life, and life is still worthy of her muse. 

" Yes, yes, no doubt that is so," some critics have said in eflfect, " but con- 
sider how dangerous such a book is. It may be read by the young. Consider 
how sad it would be if the young should come to suspect, before they are 
themselves married, that marriage after all may not always be a box of bon- 
bons. Remember the Young Person." Mr. Hardy has himself seemingly, 
though it may only be in seeming, admitted the justice of this objection when 
in the preface to his book he states that it is " addressed by a man to men 
and women of full age." Of course there is really only one thing that the 
true artist can or will remember, and that is his art. He is only writing for 
one person — himself. But it remains true that a picture of the moral facts of 
the world must arouse moral emotions in the beholder, and while it may not 
be legitimate to discuss what the artist ought to have done, it is perfectly 
legitimate to discuss the effect of what he has done. 

I must confess that to me it seems the merest cant to say that a book has 
been written only to be read by elderly persons. In France, where a different 
tradition has been established, the statement may pass, but not in England nor 
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in America, where the Young Person has a firm grip of the novel, which sne is 
not likely to lose. Twenty years ago one observed that one's girl friends — 
the daughters of clergymen and other pillars of society — found no difficulty, 
when so minded, in reading en cachette the works of Ouida, then the standard- 
bearer of the Forbidden, and subsequent observation makes it probable that 
they are transmitting a similar aptitude to their daughters, the Young Persons 
of to-day. We may take it that a novel, especially if written in English, is 
open to all readers. If you wish to write exclusively for adult readers, it is 
difficult to say what form of literature you should adopt ; even metaphysics is 
scarcely safe, but the novel is out of the question. Every attempt to restrict 
literature is open to a reductio ad absurdum, I well remember the tender- 
hearted remonstrance of an eminent physician concerning a proposal to publish 
in a medical journal a paper on some delicate point in morbid psychology : 
" There are always the compositors." Who knows but that some weak-kneed 
suggestible compositor may by Jude Fawley's example be thrust on the 
downward road to adultery and drink ? With this high-strung anxiety lest we 
cause our brother to offend, no forward step could ever be taken in the world ; 
for " there are always the compositors." There would be nothing better than 
to sit still before the book of Ecclesiastes, leaving the compositors to starve in 
the odour of sanctity. 

But why should the Young Person not read "Jude the Obscure".^ To 
me at least such a question admits of no answer when the book is the work 
of a genuine artist. One can understand that a work of art as art may not 
be altogether intelligible to the youthful mind, but if we are to regard it as 
an ensample or a warning, surely it is only for youth that it can have any sort 
of saving grace. " Jude " is an artistic picture of a dilemma such as the Young 
Person, in some form or another, may one day have to face. Surely, on moral 
grounds, she should understand and realize this beforehand. A book which 
pictures such things with fine perception and sympathy should be singularly 
fit reading. There is probably, however, much more foxiness than morality 
in the attitude of the Elderly Person in this matter. " Don't trouble about 
traps, my little dears," the Elderly Person seems to say ; " at your age you 
ought not to know there are such things. And really they are too painful to 
talk about ; no well-bred Young Person does." When the Young Person has 
been duly caught, and emerges perhaps without any tail, then the Elderly Person 
will be willing to discuss the matter on a footing of comfortable equality. But 
what good will it be to the Young Person then ? The Elderly Person's solici- 
tude in this matter springs, one fears, from no moral source, but has its origin 
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in mists of barbarous iniquity which, to avoid bringing the blush of shame to his 
cheek, need not here be investigated. '' Move on, Auntie ! ^ as little Sue said 
to the indignant relation who had caught her wading in the pond, " this is no 
sight for modest eyes ! " 

So that if the Young Person should care to read " Jude" we ought for her 
own sake, at all epvents, to be thankful. But our thankfulness may not be 
needed. The Young Person has her own tastes, which are at least as 
organically rooted as anyone else's ; if they are strong she will succeed in 
gratifying them ; if they are not, they scarcely matter much. She ranks 
" A Pair of Blue Eyes " above " Jude the Obscure," likes Dickens more than 
either, and infinitely prefers Marie Corelli to them all. Thus she puts her 
foot down on the whole discussion. In any case it ought to be unnecessary 
to labour this point ; there is really little to add to Ruskin's eloquent vindica- 
tion for young girls of a wholesome freedom to follow their own instincts in 
the choice of books. 

To sum up, " Jude the Obscure " seems to me — ^in such a matter one can 
only give one's own impressions for what they are worth — a singularly fine 
piece of art, when we remember the present position of the English noveL It 
is the natural outcome of Mr. Hardy's development, along lines that are 
genuinely and completely English. It deals very subtly and sensitively with 
new and modern aspects of life, and if, in so doing, it may be said to represent 
Nature as often cruel to our social laws, we must remark that the strife of 
Nature and Society, the individual and the community, has ever been the 
artist's opportunity. " Matrimony have growed to be that serious in these days," 
Widow Ediin remarks, " that one really do feel afeard to move in it at all." It 
is an affectation to pretend that the farmyard theory of life still rules un- 
questioned, and that there are no facts to justify Mrs. Edlin. If anyone will 
not hear her, let him turn to the Registrar-General. Such facts are in our 
civilisation to-day. We have no right to resent the grave and serious spirit 
with which Mr. Hardy, in the maturity of his genius, has devoted his best art 
to picture some of these facts. In "Jude the Obscure" we find for the first 
time in our literature the reality of marriage clearly recognized as something 
wholly apart from the mere ceremony with which our novelists have usually 
identified it. Others among our novelists may have tried to deal with the 
reality rather than with its shadow, but assuredly not with the audacity, purity 
and sincerity of an artist who is akin in spirit to the great artists of our best 
dramatic age, to Fletcher and Heywood and Ford, rather than to the powerful 
though often clumsy novelists of the eighteenth century. 
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There is one other complaint often brought s^ainst this book, I under- 
stand, by critics usually regarded as intelligent, and with the mention of it I 
have done. " Mr. Hardy finds that marriage often leads to tr^^edy," they say, 
" but he shows us no way out of these difficulties ; he does not tell us his own 
plans for the improvement of marriage and the promotion of morality." Let 
us try to consider this complaint with due solemnity. It is true that the artist 
is god in his own world ; but being so he has too fine a sense of the etiquette 
of creation to presume to offer suggestions to the creator of the actual world, 
suggestions which might be resented, and would almost certainly not be 
adopted. An artist's private opinions concerning the things that are good 
and bad in the larger world are sufficiently implicit in the structure of his own 
smaller world ; the counsel that he should make them explicit in a code 
of rules and regulations for humanity at large is a counsel which, as every 
artist knows, can only come from the Evil One. This complaint against 
'* Jude the Obscure " could not have arisen save among a generation which has 
battened on moral and immoral tracts thrown into the form of fiction by 
ingenious novices. The only cure for it one can suggest is a course of great 
European novels from " Petit Jehan de Saintr6 " downwards. One suggestion 
indeed occurs for such consolation as it may yield. Has it not been left to our 
century to discover that the same hand which wrote the disordered philosophy 
of " Hamlet " put the times into joint again in " The New Atlantis," and may 
not posterity find Thomas Hardy's hand in " Looking Backward " and " The 
Strike of a Sex ? " Thus for these critics of " Jude " there may yet be balm in 
Utopia. 

Havelock Ellis. 



Two Eightccnth-Ccntury Book-Plates 

1. The Book.Plate of The Bastille. 

9. The Book.PUte of Marie Antoinette, by Ch. Bisen. 
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A SOUL AT LETHE'S BRINK 

RE ye not overfond — 
Ye who would carry memory to the shades, 
Those blessed seats in the deep meads and glades ? 
For me — I have been bond 
To griefs too many and to joys too fierce ; 
May neither with remembrance longer pierce ! 

Lead me, caducean wand. 

Where the green turf with silent dew is wet : 

There my burnt, throbbing temples will I steep ; 

I would forget 

So let me sink in the Great Deep of Sleep ! 

Why would ye beckon dreams ? 

To set the thorn where never grew the thorn ! 

To make sweet rest a mockery forlorn ! 

To give the gliding streams 

Of that fair twilight country where ye go. 

The moaning burden that too well ye know ! 

To feign the hot noon-beams 

Strike the bowed head, where noon came never yet ! 

Far, far from me, the soothless dream-throng keep ! 

I would forget 

Oh, let me sink in the Great Deep of Sleep I 

Ay, bid adieu to all ; 

Nor grieve that something sweetest stays behind. 

Be deaf unto his cries, and be ye blind 

To looks that would enthral ; 

For Love, most far of all the clamant throng 

That held the fevered hands of Life so long. 

Follows with haunting call. 
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Oh, most of all, to him the bound be set ; 
Between us thrice the lustral waters creep ! 
t would foi^et 
Oh, let me sink in the Great Deep of Sleep. 

But ye, why doubt to drink, 

Ye spirits that from many a land and zone 

Of the wide earth, with me were hither blown ? 

Why stand ye at the brink, 

A timorous band, who often have besought 

That ye might cease from toils, from strife, firom thoug^ht ; 

Why, therefore, do ye shrink ? 

Follow — and quaff with closM eye, and let 

The sight draw inward, while the shadows creep ! 

\ would forget . . . 

And now, I sink in the Great Deep of Sleep ! 

Edith M. Thomas. 




THE LESSON OF MILLAIS 

IJHE burial of Millais in St Paul's should have been an honour 
done to a great painter, who died at the age of thirty-five, the 
painter of " The Eve of St Agnes," of " Ophelia," of "The 
Vale of Rest ; " it was but an honour done to a popular 
painter, the painter of " Bubbles," and other coloured supple- 
Tients to Christmas numbers, who died at the age of sixty- 
seven. In the eulogies that have been justly given to the late President of the 
Royal Academy, I have looked in vain for this sentence, which should have had 
its place in them all : he did not make the " great refusal." Instead of this, I 
have seen only : he was so English, and so fond of salmon-fishing. 

It is not too much to say that Millais began his career with a finer promise 
than any artist of his time. In sheer mastery of his brush he was greater than 
Rossetti, greater than Holman Hunt, greater than Watts, greater than anyone 
but Whistler. He had the prodigal energy of genius, and painted pictures 
because he was bom to paint pictures. It was at his studio that the Pre- 
Raphaelite Brotherhood took form, and he was the most prominent member of 
the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood. He was elected an Associate of the Royal 
Academy at the age of twenty-four, a Royal Academician at the age of thirty- 
four. Up to then he had painted masterpiece after masterpiece, pictures 
in which there was temperament, intention, a noble interest. From that time 
to the time of his death he painted continuously, often brilliantly, whatever 
came before him, Mr. Gladstone or Cinderella, a bishop or a landscape. He 
painted them all with the same facility and the same lack of conviction ; he 
painted whatever would bring him ready money and immediate fame ; and he 
deliberately abandoned a career which, with labour, might have made him the 
greatest painter of his age, in order to become, with ease, the richest and the 
most popular. 

Art, let it be remembered, must always be an aristocracy ; it has been so, 
from the days when Michel Angelo dictated terms to Popes, to the days when 
Rossetti cloistered his canvases in contempt of the multitude and its prying 
unwisdom. The appeal of every great artist has been to the few ; fame, when 
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it has come, has come by a sort of divine accident, in which the mob has doni 
no more than add the plaudits of its irrelevant clamour to the select approva 
of the judges. Millais alone, since the days of that first enthusiasm in whid 
he was a sort of fiery hand for the more slowly realizing brains of his com 
panions in art, has made the democratic appeal. He chose his subjects ii 
deference to the opinion of the middle classes ; he painted the portraits c 
those who could afford to pay a great price. His pictures of pretty womei 
and pretty children had the success, not of the technical skill which was alway 
at his command, but of the obvious sentiment which makes them pretty. Tb 
merit of these interminable pictures varies ; he was sometimes more careful 
sometimes more careless. Mastery over the technicalities of painting \a 
always possessed ; but it had come to be the mastery of a hand which workec 
without emotion, without imagination, without intellectual passion ; and with 
out these qualities there can be no great art 

The newspapers, in their obituary notices, have assured Us that in honour 
ing Millais, we are honouring not merely the artist, but the man ; " of thi 
Englishmen who have been the sons of Art," said " The Times," " scarcely one 
has deserved more honour than Millais." My thoughts have turned, as I reac 
these commendations of the good citizen, so English, so sporting, whose privatt 
virtues were so undeniably British, to a painter, also a man of genius, whose 
virtues were all given up to his art, and who is now living in a destitute anc 
unhonoured obscurity. It has seemed to me that there, in that immaculate 
devotion to art, I find the true morality of the artist ; while in the respectabilitj 
of Millais I see nothing to honour, for its observance of the letter I take t« 
have been a desecration of the spirit 

Arthur Symons. 
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THE EPITAPH 

IN FORM OF A BALLADE 

WHICH VILLON MADE FOR HIMSELF AND HIS COMPANIONS 
WHEN EXPECTING TO BE HANGED WITH THEM 

ROTHERS who yet are living, mortal men, 
Speak not of us with wrath and bitter tongue, 
Since if your souls for us are filled with pain 
The more will God's grace fall your hearts among. 
You see us here upon the gibbets hung : 
The flesh that we too much did glorify 

Has long been putrid and devoured : and dry 

As dust and ashes now our bleached bones be. 

Let no man then our hideous shapes decry, 

But pray that God may show us all mercy. 

Brothers, speak not, we pray you, with disdain 
Of us poor five or six by law upstrung. 
It is not every man who has his brain 
Clear and well-seated, as has oft been sung. 
Make ye then intercession for our wrong 
To him whose death from Hell our souls did buy. 
Saving us from the flames that never die. 
That fresh may flow the fount of His pity. 
We are dead : let none to vex our spirits try, 
But pray that God may show us all mercy. 

Our bodies have been washed and drenched by run. 

Dried up and blackened by the sun ; a throng 

Of ravens and of crows our eyes have ta'en 

And pluckt the brows and beards whereto they clung. 
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Never are we at rest, forever swung 

By every wind that shifts and passes by. 

Pecked by the sharp beaks of the crow and pye 

And dinted like a thimble, as you see, 

Have naught to say to them that with us vie^ 

But pray that God may show us all mercy. 

Prince Jesus, Lord who reignest in the sky. 

Grant that to Hell's fierce mouth we draw not n^h : 

Toward such a place no love or wish have we. 

Men, mock not us because we hang so high. 

But pray that God may show us all mercy. 

Theodore Wratislaw. 




ELSA 



tIHERE was a rosy hue all over the dinner-table, as two men 
sat patiently waiting ; it cast its glow over the host's ruddy 
features, and made his fair hair, and good-natured smile, 
more noticeable by its warmth. 

If his good-nature, and his perpetual smile, were some- 
times a little monotonous, his wife (still in her dressing-room 
upstairs) never showed that she thought so. But the red glow from the 
curtained electric light had no power to change the pallor, or the look of ill- 
health, on the other man's face ; he was freshly recovered from a long illness, 
and there were caverns in his cheeks, and black hollows under his dark eyes. 
" Elsa is late," said Mr. Lander, " we won't wait Bring the soup, Williams," 
As the manservant obeyed, the guest looked down at his own thin long 
fingers. 

" I feel like a ghost," he remarked. 

" Glad to have you here f^in, my boy. I know you won't mind, though, 
if I run round to the club for half an hour after dinner." Mr. Lander laughed 
lightiy. " Poker again, Leslie. I didn't know you were likely to drop in, or 
I shouldn't have promised to go. Elsa will look after you." 
His guest glanced up. 

" But perh^M, Mrs. Lander " 

As he spoke, the door opened, and she came in. There was something 
in her manner, which was out of keeping with her face, and her smile was 



" I am sorry to liave kept you waiting, " 

" We didn't watt," her husband interrupted, with a giggle. 

" I hope you are better, Mr. James. Yoa have liad a very hard time 

lately." 

He took her hand, which vtras limp and unresponsive, and dropped it 
" I am all right now," he answered briskly, " although I am conscious 

of looking a fearful wreck." 



I 
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She glanced at him furtively, as she took her seat ; and drew in her bceajdi, 
so that her small full lips curled inwards for a second Her hand, wfakJi was 
perfectly shaped, and laden with diamonds, touched the orchids in a vase 
near. 

" Are you thinking of going away ? " she asked. 

" To recruit ? Oh, no ! I am too glad to b^n the old life again, to wish 
to run away." 

She lifted her eyes, till they fell on his thin fingers, and she said 
.softly, — 

'' You look as if a change of air would do you good," and as suddenly 
veered round in argument, and added, " But unless your doctor thinks it 
needful, I should remain in town." 

'* Doctors always think it needful." 

Mr. Lander laughed. " Awful rot, isn't it ? Whafs the matter, Elsa? '' 

" My soup is cold." 

" Your own fault. You were so beastly late." 

She looked straight at him, with a leaden expression in her gray 
eyes. 

'* ' Hcastly,' is such an ugly word," she said. 

I Ic chuckled, well contented. " Elsa always quarrels with my language, 
when she can't deny my argument. Don't you, Elsa?" 

She was intent on the gold fringe, on the sleeve of her tea-^own, and did 
not reply. 

"What have you both been doing," the other man asked, "during my 
lost two months?" 

"Oh, Mlsa has been trotting about as usual. She is always very busy 
(loin^ nothmg. I only sec her at dinner-time, and then she is usually tired or 



cross." 



The woman smiled. " I am out of favour to-night," she said gently. 

•* Nonsctisc! Nonsense! I always speak the truth, you know I always 
s|)C'ak the truth, but you don't like hearing it. That's all." 

She sipped her wine. " A generous lie is sometimes refreshing," she 
remarked. 

James broke in abruptly. 

" I hope you have been well, anyhow, Mrs. Lander." 

" Oh, yes, thank you." 

" And the baby } " 

" The child is quite well." 
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Her husband leant forward. 

" Let's have him down, Elsa. Send for Mary." 

" Oh, no, Bertie. He's asleep by this time." 

He shook his head. " I know better, Til go and see myself." 

" I don't want him to come down, Bertie." 

" Why the devil not ? " 

" It isn't good for him to get so excited, just before settling to sleep. Mr. 
James can see him another day." 

" The truth is, Elsa, you don't want to bother with him yourself. But you 
will kindly allow me to care for the child, even if you are so beastly 
unnatural." 

Their guest grew crimson for the first time, and he moistened his lips, 
which were dry and parched. 

The woman made no answer, nor did she look round, as her husband 
left the room. Her bent head, with its soft auburn curls, was immovable. 

The man watched her, with his teeth set. 

She spoke, without lifting her eyes. 

" It is a long time since we have seen you." 

** Very long." 

" You must have been very dull." 

" I was dull." 

** You heard that Aimee is going to be married." 

** Yes, Bertie told me." 

** I have known the man a long time." 

" Is he a good sort ? " 

** He is smart, and well-mannered." 

" That is scant praise from you." 

" I can express no more." 

" Your reserve is wonderful, Mrs. Lander." 

" Reserve ! Why, you can't complain of that, surely. I know no one so 
reserved as yourself, — no one." 

" Not to the people I care for." 

She winced, and he saw it with a kind of stupid wonder. 

" Was I rude ? " he asked. 

** A little frank." She clasped her hands tightly together, and added, 
nervously hilarious, " Don't you feel delighted to be well again ? Didn't 
you feel out of the world when you were ill, and in a land of dreams and 
phantoms ? I always do." 
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" Yes." He spoke brusquely, as her husband entered with the child. 

It was four years old, small and dark-eyed ; for the moment it was fretful, 

and inclined to be capricious. 

" Papa dressed me so badly," he announced. 

Mrs. Lander said nothing. With a fact once accomplished, she rarely 
interfered. 

"May I have some 'trawberries ? " he lisped. 

** Not so late at night," his mother answered. 

" Papa will give me some." 

" Of course, Dickie Come over here and sit near papa." 

" He hasn't spoken to me yet," James said " Have you forgotten me, 
Dickie ? " 

" Yes." 

" Quite ? " 

" Tite" 

** But I am Uncle Leslie," 

" YouVe not my real uncle, nurse said so. You're sham, like my silver 
watch." 

His father interposed. " But he is papa's friend, his greatest friend, 
Dickie. We were at school and college together, and I am fond of Uncle 
Leslie. Can't you love a sham uncle, you little rc^e, as well as a real 
one ? " 

" Yes. PVhaps I can. More 'trawberries." 

" No, that is enough. Would you like a sip of my port for a great treat ? " 

Elsa looked across the table, her under lip twitched. 

" That will do, Bertie. The child can go now." 

The boy did not move. 

** Run away, Dickie, and ask nurse to put you to bed." 

" Nonsense, Elsa. He can stay a little longer." 

" Do you want to teach him to disobey me ? " she asked. 

" Rubbish ! " he giggled. " Look at his stained fingers. Oh, you dirty 
little boy ! " 

Mrs. Lander rose and lifted the child off its chair. It screamed with rage 
and kicked violently, striking out with a deliberate attempt to hurt 

The red glow was again reflected in the guest's face, he half arose from 
his seat, and then refrained. 

" You had better punish him, Lander," he said. 

" Oh, no. He's all right. Let him alone, Elsa Dickie, come and say 
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good-night to papa, and don't kick your mother. Do you hear ? Come away 
from him, Elsa. What a fool you are." 

She had lifted the struggling personification of ill-temper, and held it in a 
vice which it could not escape. Her little teeth, which were like pearls, were 
clenched ; the burden was somewhat heavy, but she reached the door and 
carried it upstairs. 

The moonlight streamed in at a staircase window, and lit up the face 
which was capable of so much devotion and passion, but was never intended 
for the duties of a mother. Her lips quivered, her eyGs were dry. Once in 
the nursery, she put the child down on its bed and stood near. 

" Hush ! " she said. " We are tired of hideous screams." 

The nurse looked on, awed and interested. 

** Are you going to stop ? Or shall I tell nurse to punish you ? " 

The sound ceased. 

" Sit up and look at me." 

She was reluctantly obeyed. 

" What would you do if nurse kicked your cat ? " 

*' Kill her." 

" What ought I to do to you then, as you have kicked your mother ? " 

The child fidgetted. 

"I have no time to waste on you, now, and I expect you will be feeling 
rather sick, as you have eaten far too many strawberries ; if you are ill, don't 
send for me. I shall not see you all to-morrow, and little boys who kick can 
belong to papa if they like, but they don't belong to me." 

She turned without another glance at the child, and left the room. On the 
way downstairs she stopped to wash her hands. 

" He was very sticky," she thought ; " and he has torn my tea-gown." 

Neither of the men had spoken much since she had left, and when she 
entered, both glanced up, with a nervous curiosity as to what she would do. 

She took her seat 

" Pass me the claret, Mr. James, and you can both smoke. I think I 
should like a cigarette also. There are some in that silver box. Bertie, look 
for the matches." 

James leant forward " Here is a light" 

" Thank you." Her hand touched his, and he felt it was as cold as ice. 
" I have torn my tea-gown, which is tiresome," she remarked. " But I shall 
order another to-morrow, so it doesn't matter much." 

'* Another I " her husband cried. 
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" Why not ? " 

" How many more bills ? " 

" She sdiiled. *' Your son is extravagant, he spares neither material nor 
flesh. I regret that you did not interfere, it would have spared your pocket, 
and my wrist" She held up her hand, and showed where a small boot heel 
had bruised and broken the skin. 

Her guest lost his head. 

''What a shame, Mrs. Lander!" he cried: ''that must hurt you, he 
really ought to be well punished, the little brute ; if he were a child of 
mine " 

"If he were a child of yours," she answered, " he would never have 
wounded me." 

The remark slipped out Once spoken, the scarlet colour leapt to her 
face, his eyes scorched her, and his lifted wineglass rattled against his teeth. 
The truth lay stripped of its prudery, bare and naked. Its nudity shocked 
them. Mr. Lander unconsciously held it up like a glass, for them to see the 
reflection of their souls therein. 

"Well, I'm sure Leslie hasn't much to thank you for," he muttered 
" You never went near him, after he was on the road to recovery. I begged 
you to do so a score of times, but you are so deuced modest and particular." 
He flung down his table-napkin and rose. " I'm off* to the club," he added. 
" See you again later, Leslie." 

Neither moved till the hall door closed, then James looked at her. 

" Elsa ! " he cried. 

She faltered, " Yes." 

He rose to shut the door. She turned, as a dog turns at its master's 
voice, and stood upright. 

He came back swiftly, and caught her in his arms. 

" I love you," he said. 

She nodded, dumb. 

He kissed the lips which could not speak. 

For a short time, her feeling, and the strangeness of the clinging contact 
of his mouth, obliterated all else. She neither thought nor stirred ; her whole 
form swayed to his slightest movement, her eyes blind, her senses lost, her 
soul throbbing to the tune of his passion. She turned faint, and drew back 
slowly. 

Then he looked at her, and his look gave her the knowledge of what " had 
been." 
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She clung to him freshly, with a sudden shame, and an idea that he, who 
had invoked the feeling, should aid her to hide it. He held her closely, with 
the second, more protecting manner of a strong passion, and then in a husky 
voice, which was unlike his old voice, he spoke. 

" Elsa, my darling, my darling," he said. 

"But you must have guessed, you must have known long ago," she 
murmured. " I nearly died during your illness. Oh, Leslie, if you knew, — 
if you could know, — " She broke off ; his lips closed hers. 

" And I," he said at length, " have had two months waiting for this." 

" But it taught me, Leslie. I didn't understand before." 

They were silent again. She leant against him as if for support, overcome 
by a vague dread of a fuller explanation, which was sure to come. 

She pleaded, as women can. 

" Let us forget all else, Leslie. All but the one great happiness to-night. 
I am yours, every thought, every atom of my love, my devotion, is yours, — and 
you, — I know it at last, — love me. There is nothing else in the world. Just 
we two here, and together, and loving as we love. Leslie, — " She touched his 
face, so that he bent his head and looked at her again. "Let us forget all else." 
She might have added, " duty, honour, and the rest," but her woman's tact 
refrained. " Let us live in the present, just for to-night. Ah, now you arc 
angry ! You don't love me! " 

" I don't love you ! God help me ! Elsa ! Elsa ! " 

There was silence again, and then in the hall a man's step. 

She grew nervous and guilty. " We must go upstairs," she said ; " the 
servants will want to clear the table." She drew away ; he followed her 
silently. 

Once in the drawing-room he closed the door, and followed her to the 
sofa. She made him kneel, and wound her arms round his neck. 

" I — I don't know myself," she murmured. " Do you know me, Leslie ? " 

"Yes, at last" 

" You have dreamed of me like this ? " 

" Not like this. Not half so sweet, not half what you are. Oh, Elsa, you 
are driving me mad ! " 

She smiled indulgently, and hid, half timidly, her own madness. She 
held him, as a woman hugs her own danger, with a queer pathetic kind of 
reasoning, that it is a protection against herself. And he held her, as a man 
holds a woman who belongs to him by right of her heart, her brain, and all 
her senses ; a right which is all powerful, and, like a flood which sweeps away 
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the boundaries of a mighty river, is strong enough to break, and wash away, 
all the marriage ties in the world. 

When Mr. Lander came home, his guest had been gone three hours. 
Elsa sat in the drawing-room still. 

She forgot to say, " You are late," she only looked up and smiled. 

He had gambled and won, and was flushed : a better and a more lenient 
mood had set in with his success. 

« Well, old giri ! Still up ? " he said. 

" Yes," she answered. 

He went near her, and put his hand on her shoulder. " I was damned 
cross," he cried. 

It came too late. She was inclined to be forgiving, because she was 
happy, not because her feelings were touched. 

" That's all right," she said. " I am going to bed, now." 

" How's the poor wrist ? " He flushed as he spoke, as if with shame. 

" Oh ! it's nothing. You will want a whiskey and soda, you had better 
go down and get it I am too tired to come with you, good-night" 

" Good-night, old girl." 

II 

The next day was a warm June Sunday, and Mrs. Lander expected 
Mr. James to call. A Sunday is a dreary day to wait for anyone, the trafiic 
is less ; her pulse throbbed to the sound of the wheels of every hansom which 
turned the corner of the street, while her cheek paled, and her heart sank, 
when it rattled past, and away, into the distance. When a cab did stop in 
front of the house, she sat immovable, with a nervous dread that the door 
might open to admit some other visitor ; and each time, during all the long 
tedious hours of the afternoon, her terror was realized. 

The child, who had been banished, crept down unheeded, till it broke a 
valuable china vase, and Mr. Lander swore at his wife for not looking after it 
better. In the evening, her father-in-law and his wife came to dinner, which 
they partook of with a Sunday solemnity, not a soothing remedy for over- 
strained nerves. They impressed Elsa with the fact that she was a lucky 
woman to have married Bertie, and that Bertie's child was the finest in the 
world. By the end of the evening, her cheeks each bore a bright pink spot, 
and her lips smiled bitterly. Before she slept, she agreed that if her mirror 
reflected truly, it was just as well that Leslie had not come. 
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" There is always to-morrow," she thought, and, after a sleepless night, 
to-morrow came. 

She rode in the morning, and looked for him in the park ; the afternoon 
saw her sitting by the drawing-room window, waiting timidly, with a patience 
which was new. She went over in her mind his every action, his every 
word. She recalled his smile, till she was happy, and his kisses, till she 
blushed. 

Then Bertie came home. 

They dined out, and she again found sleep almost impossible. On 
Tuesday morning she took the child for a walk, till its chatter drove her mad. 
By the afternoon she was frightened and desperate, and she wrote to Leslie. 
Her letter was formal and brief, and merely asked when he was coming to see 
her again. She sent her maid round to his rooms, with an order to wait for 
an answer. After an hour the girl returned. There had been no reply. Elsa 
went upstairs and dressed for dinner, numb with pain. That evening at a 
theatre she flirted with a fair boy, who thought her the most beautiful woman 
in the world, and she talked more than she had ever talked before. But 
neither the evening, nor the excitement, caused her to forget for one minute. 

On Wednesday Bertie remarked that she was "beastly pale." She 
answered that she hadn't slept well, and mentally resolved to have an old 
prescription made up, which contained chloral. She went for a ride, but 
could hardly sit her horse. After lunch she drove down the street where 
Leslie lived, and passed his club, with the faint hope of meeting him. That 
night she slept 

The next day she hoped no more, she settled into a kind of fixed 
despair. There was a maid who wanted to leave, and some bills to pay, and 
Dickie needed some new nightgowns, and a fresh pair of boots. Bertie told 
her to visit his married sister, and she could no longer make any excuse to 
herself for spending the whole of the afternoon indoors. She was afraid to 
ask the man when she returned if any one had called ; she had inquired each 
morning, so absurdly often. 

That evening at dinner the butler approached : " I beg your pardon. 
Mum," he said, " but I forgot to tell you that Mr. James called to-day. He 
said he was sorry to miss you, and would take his chance of finding you at 
home to-morrow afternoon." 

She was dumb, and her throat was dry. 

" I want you to come to a cricket match with me to-morrow," her 
husband remarked. " Send old Leslie a line to-night to put him off." 
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•* I hate cricket," she muttered. " There is no game so dull, and no sun 
so hot, as when I go to a cricket match." 

"Oh, nonsense! I want you to come. You'll like it when you get 
there." 

" I can't go. I don't feel well enough." 

"You aren't looking your best But you may be all right to-morrow. 
I'll put Leslie off anyhow, he had far better come and dine some evening next 
week, when I shall be at home toa Do you see ? " 

With a terror, bom of her longing to see him, she did as Bertie desired, 
and she went to the match. 

The chloral gave her rest at night, by day she had none. Saturday was 
wet, and Bertie went to the club. She put on a peignoir when the afternoon 
came, and was careless of the fact that the drug and the misery had painted 
her eyes round with black. 

A lady came to call, who asked to see Dickie, and gushed over him ; he 
was stuffed with cake, and became sticky and obnoxious. His mother was 
conscious that the noise was deafening, and that he was naughtier than 
usual, when amid the din and the visitor's amused laughter a man was 
announced. 

Elsa rose, she went to meet him, and gave him her hand, but she never 
knew what he said to her, or what she answered. In a dream she r^^ained 
her seat, and became aware that he was taking Dickie by the shoulders, and 
turning him out of the room. 

" Mamma ! Mamma ! " shrieked the child, " I hate Uncle Leslie, I hate 
him, do tell him to let me alone." 

The appeal to her, touched her sense of humour, and she began to 
laugh. Her friend looked shocked, but that mattered so little after all ; she 
laughed as a woman laughs, when she is dazed for the want of the relief of 
tears. 

Outside the door, a small voice was heard plaintively hoping, " that God 
would kill Uncle Leslie, and put him in a nasty black box." Inside, Leslie 
was calmly taking a seat, and telling the astonished lady that " His good 
friend, Lander, was too lenient with the boy." 

For half an hour she lingered, and casual topics were discussed. Elsa's 
haggard face grew flushed, with a feverish longing to get rid of her visitor. 
When she did at last take leave, and Leslie had walked down to the hall with 
her, Elsa rose as he entered, and (with an action recalling a scene of the week 
before) he closed the door. 



ELSA 73 

" Why didn't you come to see me ? " She asked. 

" I am here to tell you." 

She bit her lips, his voice was calm, although his eyes were troubled. 

« Well." she said, " begin." 

" Won't you sit down ? " 

She laid one hand on the mantelpiece to steady herself, and shook her 
head. 

" I am going away, Mrs. Lander." 

" Groing away ? " 

" Yes, running away from danger." 

Her lids drooped, and into her face crept a faint look of contempt 

"Then, you don't love me," she said, and pride, which is a weapon 
which wounds both the owner and the onlooker, came to stab her into com- 
posure. " You don't love me, and the other night was an acted lie," 

He had had a week in which to rehearse the scene, and he had marvellous 
natural self-control, such as the world never teaches. 

" No, not a lie. I do love you. But I can't stay to rob my best friend. 
I can't creep like a coward into his house, to steal his wife's affection. My 
love has not killed my sense of honour." 

" Honour ! The usual argument of men, when they want to silence a 
woman. Honour! Isn't love stronger than honour? We women often 
sacrifice honour for you men, and never reproach you with it — but," — she 
broke off with a little laugh, " I can't fight the point You want to go." 

" I must go." 

" I understand. You dreamed of me, and idealized me when you were ill, 
I was a pleasant remembrance in the long hours of convalescence ; — but now 
that you are well, you are a man again, and think it more manly to keep your 
loyalty to your friend clean, even at the cost of sacrificing me." 

" I cannot sacrifice Bertie. We have been like brothers." 

She moved a step towards him. 

" Why don't you look at me ? " 

" Because I am ashamed." 

" Oh, Leslie ! " Her voice broke. 

" Child," his own vibrated strangely, " Don't torture me. Help me to do 
what is right" 

" Why didn't you come. Why did you wait so long ? " she asked. 

" Because I was afraid of seeing you. I was a coward." 

" Oh ! " The cry was rapturous. " Then you do love me ? " 
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He strode towards her, and then stopped short. * I love jroo. I love 
you so much, that I dare not even touch yoo. Good God ! canit yon he^ me 
to be a man, don't make a blackguard of me.* 

*^ Oh, Leslie ! " And the sweetness, and the simplicity of her ^n^^w%^ as 
she said it, thrilled him from head to foot " If only you would touch me — 
only my hand." 

He recoiled at last 

*" Oh ! I know, I understand I should not have said that, but I can't 
pretend. My heart aches so." 

There was a pause, he fancied she was cryii^, but she lifted her &ce 
after a time, and he was mistaken. 

"* A woman," she continued gently, ** never likes a man to say all 
those good things, which she ought to have thought o^ and said herseUl I 
am a bad woman, I suppose, but I wasn't bad before, at least, I hope not 
Life inn't very easy for any of us, is it, Leslie? And we are apt to be 
children, and try to snatch at the nice things out of reach.** She paused 
a^ain. *' I quite sec that, — as you have said it, — ^you must go. Have you 
HCttlcd when ? " 

" To-morrow. I leave for Paris first" 

" Why not to-night ? A week ago — we were so happy. Why not allow 
rnc to imagine you on the sea, when the time comes round again ; where I 
cannot touch you, or see you, or even hear you speak ?" 

" A» you |)lcasc. I am behaving very badly to you." 

" To mc ! So you think so." She smiled slightly. " If you really 
Ihou^jht so, you would have acted differently. Well, it doesn't matter. I am 
learning that so little matters after all." 

I (c waited ; and then something in her raised eyes, and piteous mouth 
rccallcrl, not the pale Elsa before him, but the Elsa of a week ago, a warm 
living creature, responsive to his kisses. 

" ICIsa, how can I leave you ? I — I am half mad. Let me kiss you 
onrc, orjly once again." 

She leant forward, he bent his head, his breath touched her cheek, — then 
the door creaked. They drew apart, the kiss unborn, as Bertie entered. 

" You here, Leslie I That's right. Off to Paris for a few days, aren't 
you ? .Stay and dine? Won't you? Then come and have a smoke in my 
den. I want to talk to you." 

Ills listeners moved forward. 

" (iood-bye, Mrs, Lander." 
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" Good-bye, Mr. James." 

Their bands touched, he turned and went out She stood listening to bis 
retreating footsteps, and the future became a long cold path of pain and 
monotony, ready for her to tread alone. 

By the Author of " A Mere Man." 



THE THREE WITCHES 

LL the moon-shed nights are over, 
And the days of gray and dun, 
There is neither may nor clover. 
And the day and night are one. 

Not a hamlet, not a city, 
Meets our strained and tearless eyes. 
In the plain without a pity, 
Where the wan grass droops and dies. 

We shall wander through the meaning 

Of a day and see no light, 
For our lichened arms are leaning 

On the ends of endless night 

We the children of Astarte, 

Dear abortions of the Moon, 
In a gay and silent party 

We are riding to you soon : 

Burning ramparts, ever burning t 

To the flame which never dies. 
We are yearning, yearning, yearning. 

With our gay and tearless eyes ; 

In the plain without a pity 
(Not a hamlet, not a city) 
Where the wan grass droops and dies. 

Ernest Dowson. 




SOME NOTES ON THE STAINED GLASS 

WINDOWS AND DECORATIVE PAINTINGS 

OF THE CHURCH OF ST. MARTIN'S- 

ON-THE-HILL, SCARBOROUGH 

JIIE Church of St Martin's-on-the-Hill, Scarborough, built by 
.1 clever architect, and forming, by its stained glass windows 
iind the decorative paintings which it contains, a sort of 
tlccorative museum of prc-Raphaclite art, is but little known ; 
jis may be seen from the almost ' complete lack of any 
descriptions or reproductions of the works of art which it 
cotUnins. If we remember that this church, remarkable in itself, contains also 
Htaincd glass windows and decorative paintings by Rossettt, Bume Jones, 
Kord Madox Brown, William Morris and Webb, we shall wonder that no 
artistic English magazine has yet given it any attention, and some interest 
mny therefore be found in these notes, which are a kind of abridged catalogue 
of ihc works of art decorating St. Martin's, 

Willi situatwi in the new part of the picturesque town of Scarborough, the 
church waft built from the plans of Mr. Bodley, A.R.A., in 1863, and the 
ncccMsury funds for its construction were subscribed by a local committee, at 
the head {)f which was Miss Mary Craven, who appears to be the principal 
benefactress of the church. Of early Gothic style as a whole, built of 
Whitby Mtcinc, the (.Ihurch of St Martin's is composed of an aisled nave, rather 
hhort chancel, north-west tower, and large choir vestry. It is, above all, the 
interior of the church which pleases, affording, by its simple and harmonious 

' There in, indeed, a pamphlet by the Rev. Newton Mast, but, interesting as it is, it is 
written move from a parochial than from an artistic point of view ; only one chapter is 
(tevDled to ihe ihurth, anii that chapter contains numerous errors. The only reproductions 
which have up|«;uml an two remarkable woodcuts, executed after the cartoons of the 
mainetl window by Ro«eiii, the subject of which is the Parable of the Vineyard. These 
reproductions fiKured in one of the first volumes of the " Hobby Horse." 
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lines and proportions, an impression of happy peace. The red tiles agreeably 
replace die stone flags usually seen ; and tiie unpleasant severity of the hideous 
wooden benches, which disfigure many of the Gothic cathedrals in England, 
has been replaced by chairs which fill the church without interfering with the 
development of its lines. The church is well-lighted, and when a ray of sun- 
shine glances throngh one of the painted windows, it becomes animated with 
life, the whiteness of the stone takes a warmer glow, the stained glass enshrined 
in the Gothic windows becomes resplendent, and the reflection of its bright but 
velvety colouring flickers on walls and columns, and clothes in rainbow lines 
the pure whiteness of the Whitby stone. 

Besides an elegant choir-screen and a brass lectern, both designed by the 
architects of the church, Messrs. Bodley and Gamer, and a very rich organ, the 
panels of which are decorated with graceful figures of angels by Mr. Spencer 
Stanhope, the church of St. Martin's possesses a small pulpit in wood. This 
pulpit, built against the choir screen, is charming and simple ; it has three 
sides, each side being divided into distinct panels, superposed. The two 
panels to the left were painted by Rossetti, and represent the Annunciation. 
The original imagination of the painter of the "Beata Beatrix" and of 
'' Dante's Dream " is revealed by the poetical conception and arrangement of 
the subject, into which he had already found means of infusing fresh life and 
youthfulness in his " Ecce Ancilla Domini " of the National Gallery. This 
picture, one of Rossetti's most charming pictures, does not in fact resemble 
any previous Annunciation. The Angel has no wings, the Virgin has not her 
arms crossed on her bosom, the body humbly bent forward, as is usually 
depicted, and yet there is no need of the inscription to assure us that it is the 
Annunciation which the picture represents, but an Annunciation conceived after 
a manner entirely new and thoroughly characteristic of the temperament of 
Rossetti. He was not content,however, with giving simply one new arrangement 
of a subject celebrated by all the great Italian painters, he gives us yet another 
in these two panels of the pulpit of Scarborough, here reproduced. It must be 
admitted that this rendering more closely resembles the traditional rendering of 
the subject ; but it was not possible for Rossetti to depict even a traditional sub- 
ject without giving at least some detail entirely characteristic of his personality, 
and this we see in these panels. They show, as will be seen, a high trellised 
hedge, set with red roses and shining lilies ; at the foot of the hedge the Virgin 
is seated, a book of prayers on her knees, and the angel appears above her, his 
brown wings still half open, leaning upon the flowery trellis-work ; he speaks 
to her, and bends towards her the tallest of the open lilies. She hears, rather 
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than sees him, for she does not dare raise her eyes to him ; but with eyes lost 
in an ecstasy, with hands outspread, she seems to say Fiat mUii secundum 
virbum tuum. 

This attitude of the Virgin is natural and charming, but what enchants 
me most in the composition of these panels is the exquisite gesture of the 
Angel bending towards the Virgin the tallest of the lilies. This gesture, so 
full of poetic meaning, is thoroughly new, and belongs to Rossetti. Never, 
before him, has the supreme purity of the Virgin been indicated by anything 
so admirable, as this choice of the tall flowering lily. 

It is therefore the composition I like above all, in these two panels of the 
Annunciation, but their colouring also is remarkable ; the flowering hedge seems 
to embalm the air, so fresh does it appear, the brown wings of the Angel 
spread soft and velvety against the golden sky, the Virgin's dress is grey, her 
mantle blue, and the hair of both Virgin and Angel is red, of that rich and 
magnificent red that Rossetti alone has been able to render after the great 
Venetian masters. 

Although less beautiful than those of Rossetti, the paintings which deco- 
rate the other sides of the pulpit are none the less worthy of praise. They 
were painted by Mr. Campfield after the designs of the late Ford Madox 
Brown, and of Mr. William Morris, and they represent, on the side opposite 
the Annunciation, decorative subjects of birds and lilies, and on the principal 
side, in superposed panels, the Doctors of the Church and the Four Evangelists, 
The Evangelists, and especially the St John, are remarkable ; these eig^t 
panels are of a warm and rich colouring ; they complete harmoniously the 
decoration of the pulpit, and contribute to make it one of the most precious 
ornaments of the church. 

But if I admire the pulpit, and above all the delightful Annunciation 
which decorates it, I admire even more the splendid stained glass windows, 
which Rossetti designed for the East and West of St Martin's. It is these 
windows, and those of Ford Madox Brown, Hume Jones, and Morris, which 
constitute the principal wealth of the church. It is impossible to forget either 
their characteristic design or their magpiificent and brilliant colouring. Taking 
them as a whole they constitute one of the best examples of this renaissance 
of an art which appeared to have been lost since the sixteenth century, and 
which Madox Brown and Rossetti first, Bume Jones and M<xris afterwards, 
have been able to animate with fresh life, and to render one of the most 
brilliant and flourishing decoratix-e arts in England Before examining them 
in detail I should like to reproduce here a few lines which Madox Brown wrote 
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in 1865, in the very interesting catalogue of his work entitled, "Cartoons for 
Stained Glass." These few lines contain the general rules followed by the 
pre-Raphaelite painters in the design and execution of their stained glass 
windows, and as the catalogue of the Exhibition of 1 865 has become very rare, 
these lines will perhaps prove interesting. Madox Brown speaks there of the 
series of cartoons for stained glass, the subject of which was " The Life and 
Death of St. Oswald," which are now to be seen in the South Kensington 
Museum. And this is what he says : 

" The following nineteen cartoons have been executed for the firm of 
Messrs. Morris, Marshall, Faulkner and Co., for stained glass. With its 
heavy lead lines surrounding every part (and no stained glass can be rational 
and good art without strong lead lines), stained glass does not admit of refined 
drawing ; or else it is thrown away upon it. What it does admit of, and what 
above all things it imperatively requires, is fine colour : and what it can admit 
of, and does very much require also, is invention, expression, and good dramatic 
action. For this reason work by the greatest historical artists is not thrown 
away upon stained glass windows, because though high finish of execution is 
superfluous, and against the spirit of this beautiful decorative art, yet, as 
expression and action can be conveyed in a few strokes equally as in the most 
elaborate art, on this side therefore stained glass rises to the epic height So 
in medals, it is well known grandeur of style arises out of the very minuteness 
of the work, which admits of that and little else. The cartoons of this firm 
are never coloured, that task devolving on Mr. Morris, the manager, who makes 
his colour (by selecting the glass) out of the very manufacture of the article. 
The revival of the mediaeval art of stained glass dates back now some twenty 
years in the earliest established firms ; nevertheless, with the public it is still 
little understood ; a general impression prevails that bright colouring is the 
one thing desirable, along with the notion that the brightest colours are the 
most costly. In an age that has become disused to colour, the irritation pro- 
duced on the retina by the discordance of bright colour, is taken as an evidence 
of the so coveted brightness itself The result of this is, that the manufacturers, 
goaded on by their clients, and the * fatal facility ' of the material (for all 
coloured glass is bright) produce too frequently kaleidoscopic effects of the 
most painful description." 

These effects, which Madox Brown had reason to fight against, and which 
it may not be useless to mention here that they may be definitely abolished, 
are not, happily, those which he has produced in the two windows at Scar- 
borough, the subjects of which are taken from the legend of the life of St. 
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ind good dramatic action." All these are to be found, with the 
Tange and humorous characterization which Ford Madox Brown 
his designs. The first window represents the episode of the 
jend," in which St. Martin cuts his cloak in two, to give half to the 
ilf turning on his horse, bearded, helmeted, and covered with a 
coat of mail the Saint is here still only the brave and courageous soldier of the 
Emperors Constanline and Julian ; the cloak which he cuts with his sword is 
brilliant and magnificent, strewn with rings and stars of gold, and forms a 
violent contrast to the poverty of the lame beggar, nearly naked, as the legend 
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The interest of the notes hy Madox Brown brought me quite naturally to 
search, and find, in this window, the qualities which he considered as being 
essential to good stained glass. I ought, instead of beginning with him, and 
with this detailed examination of the windows of St. Martin, to have first 
indicated the position of the different windows in the church, giving a general 
idea as to their arrangement Here, then, is how they are placed, following 
exactly the order in which they occur. West end of St. Martin's : two Gothic 
windows, Adam and Eve, by Rossetti, and above them in a rose window 
surrounded by nine smaller ones, " The " Annunciation " and " Angels playing 
Musical Instruments," by Burne-Jones. North side aisle : stained glass windows 
by Campfield and Marshall, representing "Characters of the Old Testament." 
Choir : in a Gothic window of three compartments, above the altar, " The 
Parable of the Vineyard ;" in the centre " The Crucifixion " by Rossetti ; in the 
four circular side windows " The Emblems of the Evangelists," by Aston 
Webb. South side aisle : four windows representing " Saints of the New 
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Testament and of the Catholic Church " by Campfield and Marshall, ^ Saint 
Dorothy " by Bume Jones, and " Saint Martin " by Ford Madox Brown. 

The two west stained glass windows, by Rossetti, representing Adam 
and Eve, are in my opinion the most beautiful and impressive windows in the 
church. An intense life animates them, the thought of this first existence, 
happy, free, without care, or possible remorse, has made Rossetti depict these 
two bodies radiant with strength and health. Unlike the beings consumed 
with love and passion who dwelt habitually in his thoughts, these are con- 
sumed and tormented by no passion, they are content to live ; and the power 
with which this life, free from care, is rendered, is almost disconcerting. One 
is struck by the ingenious arrangement of the branches and leaves by which 
Rossetti veils the nudity of the bodies of Adam and Eve, for the rosy colours 
of the flesh look brighter in the violent contrast of the large leaves of a sombre 
green, and again by contrast with the uniform blue of the sky seen behind 
them ; and these ingenious contrasts give to these two nude bodies a vividness 
of life which is rendered by no other stained glass window which I have ever 
seen. These two resplendent bodies of Adam and Eve animate the church, 
and seem to give it some of their own life. The composition is no less 
original and new in its details than in the beauty of its colouring. Adam is 
depicted standing, picturesquely leaning on a branch of a tree with large 
sombre leaves, a fig-tree I think ; with the tip of his foot he amuses himself 
by tickling a small bear curled up at his feet, the blue sky is seen behind him, 
and sunflowers, flowering at the end of their long stems, expand at his right 
hand ; in the branches of the tree above him a curious and familiar squirrel 
watches him. Standing also, Eve has stopped in the middle of a field richly 
studded with small flowers and red tulips ; of the same fairness as the hair 
and beard of Adam, her unbound hair falls in an opulent stream over her 
shoulders. In her arms she holds, tenderly pressed to her bosom, a white 
dove, and in the sombre tree above, his ^y^s fixed and shining, an owl surveys 
her. The predominant colours of this admirable window are, flesh colour, 
dark green, and light gold. Above the windows of Adam and Eve "The 
Annunciation " of Burne Jones, which decorates the large rose window, and 
the "Angels playing Musical Instruments" of the nine smaller roses which 
surround it, form with the windows of Rossetti a remarkable and charming 
contrast In the subject he here depicts, Burne Jones has adopted the con- 
ventional manner, dear to Fillippo Lippi and to the painters of his school. 
The Virgin is kneeling in the middle of a diapered field, which is surrounded 
by a well-cut hedge, bedecked with roses ; the Angel has just alighted, and. 



86 THE SAVOY 

surprised and enraptured, in a delicious gesture of astonishment, the Virgin 
joins her hands, hardly able to believe the "good tidings." That which 
makes the charm of this window, and of the nine others surrounding it, is the 
virginal grace and the exquisite purity of its conception, and of its design and 
colour. White, azure blue, and ruby are the colours principally and almost 
exclusively used ; they blend admirably with the white stone walls, and indeed 
it seems impossible to find anything more fitted to harmonize in the decoration 
of churches than the white Whitby stone, and the graceful and spiritual figures 
of Bume Jones and Morris. The windows of Adam and Eve give an 
impression of life, strength, and luxuriant health, those of the Annunciation 
and the Angels an impression of grace and purity. 

The first impression given by the window of the " Parable of the Vine- 
yard," which lights the choir, is an impression of colour, dazzling and mag- 
nificent, velvety and harmonious, resembling the Flemish stained glass windows 
decorating the Gothic cathedrals. From the point of view of stained glass, 
this is the one I consider to be the most perfect It has all the qualities 
which we have seen were considered essential by Madox Brown, the " beauty 
of colour, inventive expression and good dramatic action," and all these 
qualities are united in a high d^free of perfection. In fact, when we approach 
this window and examine it in detail, we perceive that it is no less remarkable 
for its ingenious and original composition than for the sensation of opulent 
colour which it at first gave us. This astonishing Rossetti was made to 
succeed, and to show himself an accomplished master in everything which he 
undertook. He appears here to have found the secret of composition of the 
old Gothic masters, and the arrangement of his subjects is as clever and 
complicated, the drawing as powerful and precise, as characteristic and appro- 
priate to stained glass as that of his great predecessors. For those who look 
at the great stained window of the choir of St Martin's, one subject stands 
out before all the others, " The Crucifixion," which occupies the centre of the 
window, and which Rossetti has intentionally made larger and more apparent 
than the subjects of the Parable of the Vineyard, because it resumes them, and 
also because it is the one which ought the most vividly to impress the faithful. 
But little by little around the central figure the different episodes of the 
parable stand out in the gorgeous colours with which they are clothed, and we 
find that conception and arrangement of the figures peculiar to Rossetti, as 
the different scenes of the parable succeed one another in the seven compart- 
ments of the window. There is first the planting of the vine, then the letting 
it out to husbandmen, then the stoning of the servants sent to receive the 
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first fruits, the feast of the vintage, with its delightful figure of the young 
woman in a white dress dancing in the midst of the husbandmen, and again 
the arrival of the heir, young and unarmed, in their midst, while they are 
already plotting against his life, and then their judgment and condemnation 
by the master, weary of their ingratitude. Magnificent and striking in itself, 
the parable of St Matthew could not be embellished, but it could be pre- 
sented under a plastic form which, while bringing out certain details, would 
eng^ve it more profoundly on the memory ; and it is this which has been 
done by Rossetti. Sumptuous in colour, ingenious in composition, the window 
of the Parable appears to be of a design more entirely and peculiarly Rossetti's 
than that of Adam and Eve, of which certain details seem to show the 
influence of Madox Brown ; this statement, of which the only object is to be 
exact, takes, however, absolutely nothing from my admiration of the stained 
glass window of Adam and Eve. Rossetti, who, as is well known, was during 
some time the pupil of Madox Brown, was occasionally influenced by the 
painter of the frescoes of the Town Hall at Manchester. He on his side 
underwent, without suspecting it, the influence of the painter poet, who was 
more his friend than his pupil. This mutual influence can only be for good 
when brought to bear upon minds so richly endowed as were those of Madox 
Brown and Rossetti, and the works of both are there to testify to the fact 
Perfect from every point of view, this interpretation of the Parable of the 
Vineyard by Rossetti does not alone embellish the choir of St Martin's. Four 
circular windows adorned with stained glass by Aston Webb decorate the side 
walls. The subjects represented are " The Emblems of the Four Evangelists," 
and by the vigour of their drawing, as well as by the beauty of their colour, 
they are worthy of being mentioned at the same time as those of Madox Brown, 
Bume Jones, and Morris. In indicating the positions of the windows in the 
church, I have pointed out in the windows of the side aisles those of Madox 
Brown, Burne Jones, Campfield, and Marshall, and have described the St 
Martin of Madox Brown. The windows of Campfield and Marshall, visibly 
inspired by the works of Bume Jones and Rossetti, are not unpleasant, but 
are only really valuable for the character of ensemble which they help to give 
to the decoration of the church. 

There remains, therefore, now only the window attributed to Bume 
Jones. It represents " St. Dorothy " and " St Theophilus " separated by an 
angel carrying in a basket the "three apples," as the "Golden Legend" 
describes it. We find this window mentioned by Mr. Malcolm Bell in the very 
complete catalogues he has drawn up of the works of Bume Jones. It is there 
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stated to have been done in 1873, ^^^ ^^ catalogue also mentions an Aaron, 
Daniel, and Stephen, which is found in the north side aisle of St Martin's. For 
my part I do not consider that an exaggerated importance ought to be 
attached to these windows simply from the fact that they are ascribed to 
Bume-Jones. I do not believe that they were done by him exclusively, as 
was, for example, the " Annunciation," but, most probably, drawings of his 
were enlarged by Mr. Campfield for the windows at Scarborough, and in 
copying them, though he has not taken away all their grace and artistic 
character, he has nevertheless lost much. This is why, although acknow- 
ledging their graceful and decorative character, I cannot place them in the 
same rank as the others I have mentioned. To terminate this rapid 
examination of the stained glass windows of St Martin's, I wish to notice, 
from among the row of south windows above the door of entrance, one 
representing St John the Baptist, designed and carried out by Mr. William 
Morris. It is, above all, remarkable for the richness of its colour, and in this 
connection I think it well to call to mind that the windows of Madox Brown, 
Rossetti, Webb, and Bume-Jones, of which I have spoken, were all carried out 
by Mr. Morris, who, at the great exhibition of 1862, gained a medal for the 
execution of the " Parable of the Vineyard." * 

It will be seen that the artistic interest of the church of St Martin's 
consists in this, that it constitutes, not merely a handsome church, but a sort 
of pre-Raphaelite museum. And the collection of stained glass windows 
which it possesses is especially precious, for when, in a few years, a real pre- 
Raphaelite museum is originated at the National Gallery, when there will be 
(as there is now a Turner room) a Rossetti room, and in the adjoining rooms 
are collected the finest pictures of Ford Madox Brown, Watts, Holman Hunt, 

^ In his pamphlet on St. Martin's the Rev. Newton Mant mentions some paintings 
which are harmless and insignificant in themselves, and of which I should not speak were 
it not that he attributes them by mistake to Bume Jones and Morris. Too many indifferent 
works will probably be generously attributed to these painters in the future for me to think 
it unnecessary to lighten their reputation at least of these works with which they have no 
connection. Neither Bume Jones nor William Morris has ever worked at Scarborough ; 
they could not therefore have painted either the Adoration of the Magi or the Angels which 
decorate the walls above the altar, and which Mr. Mant ascribes to them. This decoration 
was painted originally by Mr. Campfield, a decorative painter from the firm of Mr. Morris. 
That Mr. Campfield used at this period drawings by Bume Jones from which to paint 
in distemper is possible, but in any case the original decoration fell into a ruinous 
stale, and in 1889 this part of the church was entirely repainted by a Mr. Farren, a 
painter of Scarborough, assisted by his sons and daughters. Let it here be fully under- 
stood that these paintings of the East end have nothing to do with Sir Edward Borne Jones 
or Mr. Morris. 
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and Burne Jones ; if it is acknowledged, then, that these artists have formed the 
most remarkable school of painting of this century, it will be regretted at the 
same time that we are unable to see represented in a museum certain produc- 
tions connected with the branches of art which this school has rendered particu- 
larly flourishing. After their pictures, it is in stained glass windows that the 
pre-Raphaelite painters have best succeeded. Rossetti, Madox Brown, Burne 
Jones, and Morris have renewed and revived the art which appeared for a long 
time to be lost. When, later on, their works become classic, and are studied, 
it will be in the churches that we shall need to seek them. Then churches 
like St. Martin's will be of a special interest on account of the ensembU of 
works which it contains. However, if, as I have shown, this collection of 
works at St. Martin's is remarkable, it is not, from a pre-Raphaelite point of 
view, either complete or perfect ; the two rows of clerestory windows, with the 
exception of one by Mr. Morris, have nothing in common with this school, nor, 
as we have seen, have the decorative paintings of the choir benches ; while no 
work represents at St. Martin's three important members of the pre-Raphaelite 
school, Watts, Millais, and Hunt. It is true that I am unaware if they have 
done painted windows, but if it was desired, as I should imagine, to represent 
a pre-Raphaelite ensemble^ they might have been asked to paint, in default 
of stained windows, votive pictures or decorative paintings. In thinking what 
might have been the church of Scarborough if these faults and failings 
which I point out had been avoided, I thought, while writing these lines, that 
it might still be possible to build a church and to render it unique in artistic 
interest by decorating it with a collection, complete this time, of pre- 
Raphaelite pictures and stained glass windows ; and surely this idea which 
comes to me of a pre-Raphaelite church is not, when one thinks of it, either 
fantastical or impossible to realize. There is in England a man whom all 
artists reverence for the splendid architectural work he has done. Admirer 
and friend of Rossetti, intimately acquainted with all the artists of the pre- 
Raphaelite school, Mr. Philip Webb seems the one designated to construct 
such a church, which, while being all that is required for public worship, would 
yet present under the most favourable light the stained glass windows and the 
religious paintings of the pre-Raphaelite school. The windows of Rossetti 
which can be admired at Scarborough, and which could be reproduced in this 
ideal church, are not the only ones he designed; there is, notably, the 
magnificent series of cartoons illustrating the Legend of Sl George, which is 
possessed by Mr. Fairfax Murray, and which is one of the most finished works 
of Rossetti in this style of decorative painting. By Ford Madox Brown there 
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is the characteristic series of cartoons illustrating the life and death of St 
Oswald, which is now exhibited in the collection of water-colours and drawings 
at the South Kensington Museum. Bume Jones and Morris have done (a 
tremendous thing when one thinks of the enormous work they have pro- 
duced in other branches of art!) more than five hundred stained glass 
windows ; there is, therefore, in that which concerns them, but rembarras du 
choixy and this difficulty even need not exist, for it is well known that 
Bume Jones and Morris consider as their best work in glass the " Adoration 
of the Shepherds" and "The Crucifixion," which decorate the church of 
St Philip at Birmingham. To the names of Ross^tti, Madox Brown, Bume 
Jones, and Morris, I would add the less known name of Mr. Selwyn Image, 
who, by the poetic and religious character of his stained glass windows, and 
notably those which he has designed for the church of St Luke's at Camber- 
well, has revealed himself in this style of art a master as accomplished as any 
of his predecessors ; and the interest of such a church would be complete, and 
as I previously said, unique, if to these windows were added decorative and 
votive paintings by Rossetti, Madox Brown, Watts, Millais, Holman Hunt, 
and Bume Jones. 

Why should this project be but the dream of an enthusiastic poet ? It is 
not money that is wanting in England ; I have proved that it is not the 
materials, nor yet the men ; it is then nothing but the goodwill which is required, 
and as this goodwill would have for object the raising of a useful and durable 
monument, witnessing to the height to which English art has risen in this 
century, I do not despair of seeing this idea one day realized by some 
generous men justly proud of an art which has so magnificently flourished in 
their country. 

Olivier Georges Destr£e. 




A CAUSERIE 

FROM A CASTLE IN IRELAND 

ilN the mysterious castle, lost among trees that start up 
suddenly around it, out of a land of green meadows and 
gray stones, where 1 have been so delightfully living through 
the difficult month of August, London, and the currencies of 
literature, and the duties of an editor, seem scarcely appre- 
ciable ; too far away on the other side of this mountainous 
land inclosing one within the circle of its own magic. It is a castle of dreams, 
where, in the morning, I climb the winding staircase in the tower, creep 
through the secret passage, and find myself in the vast deserted room above 
the chapel, which is my retiring-room for meditation ; or, following the wind- 
ing staircase, come out on the battlements, where I can look widely across 
Galway, to the hills. In the evening my host plays Vittoria and Palestrina 
on the oi^an, in the half darkness of the hall, and I wander between the 
pillars of black marble, hearing the many voices rising into the dome : Vittoria, 
the many lamentable human voices, crying on the sins of the world, the 
vMiity of pleasant sins ; Palestrina, an exultation and a triumph, in which the 
many voices of white souls go up ardently into heaven. In the afternoon we 
drive through a strange land, which has the desolation of ancient and dwindling 
things ; a gray land, into which human life comes rarely, and with a certain 
primitive savagery. As we drive seawards, the stone walls closing in the 
woods dwindle into low, roughly heaped hedges of unmortared stones, over 
which only an occasional cluster of trees lifts itself; and the trees strain wildly 
in the air, writhing away from the side of the sea, where the winds from 
the Atlantic have blown upon them and transfixed them in an eternity 
of flight from an eternal flagellation. As far as one can see, as far as the 
blue, barren mountains which rise up against the horizon, there are these end- 
less tracts of harsh meadow-land, marked into squares by the stone hedges, 
and themselves heaped with rocks and stones, lying about like some gray 
fungous growth. Not a sign of human life is to be seen ; at long intervals we 
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pass a cabin, white-washed, thatched roughly, with stopped-up windows, and a 
half-closed door, from behind which a gray-haired old woman will gaze at you 
with her steady, melancholy eyes. A few peasants pass on the road, moving 
sombrely, without speaking ; the men, for the most part, touch their hats, with- 
out change of expression ; the women, drawing their shawls about their faces, 
merely look at you, with a slow, scrutinizing air, more indifferent than curious. 
The women walk bare-footed, and with the admirable grace and straightness 
of all who go with bare feet. I remember, in the curve of a rocky field, some 
little way in from the road, seeing a young woman, wearing a blue bodice, a 
red petticoat, and a gray shawl, carrying a tin pail on her head, with that 
straight, flexible movement of the body, that slow and formal grace, of 
Eastern >\*omen who have carried pitchers from the wdL Occasionally a 
fierce old man on a horse, wearing the old costume, that odd, precise, kind of 
dre$s<oat, passes >*ou with a surly scowl ; or a company of tinkers (the Irish 
gipsieSi one might call them) trail past, huddled like crouching beasts on their 
little^ rough» open carts, driving a herd of donke>^ befixe them. As we get 
nearer the village by the sea, the cabins become larger,and more frequent; and 
just before reaching it we pass a niined castle, imprcgnaUy boih on a green 
mound, lookif^over the water to the quay, where the thin black masts of a few 
¥ie$9el$ rise motionless against the little white^^washed hoosesL The road goes 
down a steep hilU and turns sharply^ in the midst of the gray village, with its 
tiiatched and ra^^gtvl fvx>& The dooc^ all stand open, the upper windows are 
drawn half down^ ainl fK>m some of thexn I see a disherdled dark head, the 
hair and eyt^s^ of a sip^y ^one ixmkl w«}l ha\« uncied^ kx)ki:^ down on the 
iVAd and the pa^s^cx^ b\\ A$ the n>ad rtses^ agaix^ w« see the blue mountains, 
comn^ nean»r to tt$^ and the pUiX wiier^ ooe knows, is Gahray Bay, lying too 
low tor any Aash of the wAtersv Now wxr ax^ ^lite near die sea, and in firont 
of the hott^ae wif anr to visit o^vc will hear all aK»t it in If. Bonrgef s next 
■wimfcy a bn>wn mas:^ of cv<v>cr coccks smSenly iatD the dull green and gray 
of tise neidsv ax)d one s^r^Il:: the :K!kiw<ec N^ic^ tibere in the poolsL 

iccjstxau ccrxxssN^ attrfcstix^ ; ^Stf^^^^tcstt)ie $iane)aBdofielief fin^ 
j UAiiy tc? Fr^-^sfe i*?xi5cxj>e tiias these ^j*30JC 7i«vwb< ks^^-duDoed peasants 
yi-r? r-.n^ t^ r;N^- j^^^ -^ -"^ 5s^<<^^yt<s5!t ^v tSr Vj^feh xilii^er And there is 
X cx:^ Tarx\*ra. x-a jsc :> j^ v, xx:*^ c<^ fNvx: ^r riie ssfcies here, in the restless 
lr^^:<v^i^r^?. t^ isi;;S50cv>iC:^ cvjygjct^fcrvv:^^ .v' Ai- sor amc xasL Tonlay is a 
rrTi-ci. Ir^sjir ia> . :!Ci^ w*rw!^ ^A^n w-i^> »t»^rr\:a>s c< mt asid ine weather ; I 
see 1 scrt ,V >Ci^^ :f^.5< .V x^if^ >«<^««-t Vvt<-\ aK>«i: licswiua the trees of the 
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park, the clouds an almost luminous gray, the sun shining through them ; at 
their darkest, scarcely darker than the Irish stone of which the castle is built 
Driving, the other day, we passed a large pool among the rocks, in the midst 
of those meadows flowering with stones ; the sky was black with the rain that 
was falling upon the hills, and the afternoon sun shone against the deep black- 
ness of the sky and the shadowed blackness of the water. I have never seen 
such coloured darkness as this water ; green passing into slate, slate into 
purple, purple into dead black. And it was all luminous, floating there in the 
harbour of the grass like a tideless sea. Then there is the infinite variety of 
the mountains, sloping in uneven lines around almost the whole horizon. They 
are as variable as the clouds, and, while you look at them, have changed from 
a purple darkness to a luminous and tender green, and then into a lifeless 
gray; and seem to float towards you and drift away from you, like the 
clouds. 

Among these solid and shifting things, in this castle which is at once so 
ancient a reality and so essential a dream, I feel myself to be in some danger 
of loosening the tightness of my hold upon external things, of foregoing many 
delectable pleasures, of forgetting many things that I have passionately learnt 
in cities. If I lived here too long I should forget that I am a Londoner and 
remember that I am a Cornishman. And that would so sadly embarrass my 
good friends of the Celtic Renaissance ! No, decidedly I have no part among 
those remote idealists : I must come back to London ; for I have perceived 
the insidious danger of idealism ever since I came into these ascetic regions. 

Arthur Symons. 
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